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TO  THE 


PATRONS 


OF  THIS 


W     O     R  K. 


Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 

THE  great  Candor  with  which  you  have 
received,  as  well  as  the  uncommon  Ge- 
nerollty  with  which  you  have  encouraged 
this  Work,  calls  upon  the  Proprietors,  in. 
the  moil  grateful  Manner,  to  return  their  Thanks  for 
the  Obligations  they  owe  you. 

It  would  be  Prefumption  in  them  to  a/Tert,  per- 
haps, that  the  extraordinary  Merit  of  the  Book  at- 
felf  has,  in  fome  Meafure,  occafioned  your  Attention 
to  it;  but  in  JufHce  they  cannot  help  boafting  how- 
ever, that  no  Collection,  of  Songs,  under  any  De- 
nomination whatfoever,  has  hitherto  appeared  that 
could  vie  with  the  Bull-Finch  in  the  Novelty, 
Variety,  Chaftity,  or  Correclnefs  of  its  Contents. 

A  Of 


Op  the  firft,  namely,  its  Novelty,  the  Edition 
which  we  now  lay  before  the  Public,  is  an  uncon- 
trovertible Proof,  iince  it  comprehends  all  the  fa- 
vourite new  Songs  and  Ballads  fung  at  Vauxhall% 
Ranelagh,  the  Theaties,  Mary  bone,  and  Sadler* s 
Wells ;  and  fuch  others  as,  for  the  Beauty  of  their 
Words,  or  the  Elegance  of  their  Compoiition,  are 
fung  in  every  private  Company. 

As  to  its  Variety,  what  can  be  greater,  fince  it 
is  calculated  alike  to  pleafe  all  Sorts  and  Conditions 
of  Readers  ?  And  as  to  the  Chaftity  of  its  Contents, 
we  have  been  particularly  careful  to  avoid  every 
Thing  which  could  poflibly  give  Offence. 

If  any  Lady  or  Gentleman  will  give  themfelves 
the  Trouble  to  compare  this  with  any  other  Song- 
Book  extant,  they  will  rind  a  great  Difparity  in  their 
Corre&nefs,  having  employed  a  Perfon,  at  fome 
Expence,  to  render  this  Edition  correct. 

Permit  us  to  wilh  your  whole  Lives  may  be 
a  continual  Concert  of  the  fweeteft  and  pureft 
Harmony,  and  give  us  Leave  to  fubfcribe  our* 
felves, 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 

Your  Obliged  Servants, 


The  Editors. 


ERRATUM.  Inftead  of  the  Note  at  the  Bot- 
tom of  Page  319,  read  as  follows  z  —  Tbofe  Songs, 
which  Mrfs  Wright fings  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre, 
in  The  Royal  Shepherd,  are  likewife  occafionally 
fung  by  her  at  Ranelagh. 
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SONG  I. 

LE  T  Cafar  and  Urania  live ; 
Let  all  Delights  the  Stars  can  give, 
Upon  the  Royal  Pair  defcend ; 
Let  Difcord  to  the  Shades  be  driv'n : 
While  Earth  and  Sky  our  Song  attend. 
And  thus  our  loyar  Vows  afcend, 
Pfeferve  'em,  O !  preferve  'em,  Heay'n. 

SONG  II. 

Something  New, 
Sung     Mifs  Davies,  at  VauxhalL 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Howard* 

IN  all  Mankind's  promifcuous  Race, 
The  Sons  of  Error  urge  their  Chace, 
The  Wond'rous  to  purfue  ; 
And,  both  in  Country  and  in  Town, 
The  curious  Courtier,  Cit  and  Clown, 
Solicit  Something  New. 

B  Tli*. 
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The  Poets  (till  from  Nature  take, 
And  what  is  ready-made  they  make; 

Hiftorians  mud  be  true  : 
How  therefore  fhall  we  find  a  Road, 
Thro'  Diflertation,  Song,  or  Ode, 

To  give  you  Something  New? 

They  fay  Virginity  is  fcarce 
As  any  Thing  in  Profe  or  Verfe, 

And  fo  is  Honour  too  : 
The  Papers  of  the  Day  imply 
No  more  than  that  we  live  and  die, 

And  pay  for  Something  New. 
We  fee  a-like  the  woeful  Dearth 
In  Melancholy,  or  in  Mirth; 

Then  what  fhall  Ladies  do  ? 
Seek  Virtue  as  th'  immortal  Prize; 
In  fine,  be  honeft,  and  be  wife, 

For  that  is  Something  New. 

SONG  III. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vaux-hall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Howard. 

WHERE  fhall  Delia  fly  for  Shelter  ? 
In  what  fecret  Grove  or  Cave  ? 
Sighs  and  Sonnets  fent  to  melt  her, 

From  the  Young,  the  Gay,  the  Brave, 
Tho'  with  prudifh  Airs  fhe  ftarch  her, 
Still  fhe  longs,  and  ftill  fhe  burns  : 
Cupid  fhoots  like  Hayman's  Archer, 
Wherefoe'er  the  Damfel  turns. 

Virtue,  Youth,  good  Senfe,  and  Beauty, 

(If  Difcretion  guide  us  not) 
Sometimes  are  the  Ruffian's  Booty, 

Sometimes  are  the  Booby's  Lot ; 

Now 
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Now  they're  purchas'd  by  the  Trader, 

Now  commanded  by  the  Peer, 
Now  Tome  fubtle  mean  Invader 

Wins  the  Heart,  or  gains  the  Ear. 

O  Difcretion!  thou'rt  a  Jewel, 

Or  our  Grand -Mammas  miftake, 
Stinting  Flame  by  bating  Fewel, 

Always  careful  and  awake. 
Would  you  keep  your  Pearls  from  Tramplers, 

Weigh  the  Licence,  weigh  the  Banns  ; 
Mark  my  Song  upon  your  Samplers, 

Wear  it  on  your  Knors  and  Fans. 


SONG  IV. 
Sung  hy  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vauxhall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Howard. 

OGive  me  that  focial  Delight, 
Which  none  buttrue  Lovers  receive, 
When  Luna  bedecks  the  ftill  Night, 

And  glances  her  Smiles  on  the  Eve ; 
When  to  the  fair  Meadows  we  go, 

Where  Peace  and  Contentment  retire; 
Or  down  the  fmooth  Current  we  row, 
In  Time  with  the  Flutes  and  the  Lyre. 

By  Nature  thefe  Pictures  are  drawn : 

How  fweet  is  each  Landfchape  difpos'd ! 
The  Profpett  extends  to  the  Lawn, 

Or  by  the  tall  Beeches  is  closed. 
Come,  Strephon,  attend  to  the  Scene : 

The  Clouds  are  all  vaninYd  above ; 
The  Objecls  around  are  ferene, 

As  modell'd  to  Mufic  and  Love* 


SON© 


[4] 

SONG  V. 
The  Ides  of  May. 
Sung  by  Mtfs  Davies,  at  VauxhalL 
Set  by  Mr,  Samuel  Howards 

THE  ProfpecT:  clear'd,  around  is  heard 
The  Mufic  of  the  Hive; 
The  BlofToms  blow,  the  Spirits  flow, 

And  Nature's  all  alive  : 
In  ev'ry  Grove  the  Work  is  Love, 

The  Word  is,  "  Sing  and  play;" 
From  Eve  to  Morn  the  Sages  warn, 
"  Ye  Maids,  beware  of  May!" 

Each  lively  Scheme,  each  am'rous  Them*, 

Our  Nymphs  and  Poets  chufe; 
The  Dance  delights,  the. Song  invites, 

As  Mirth  provokes  the  Mufe : 
The  War's  no  more,  our  Chiefs  come  o'er  ; 

Again  the  Grave  Ones  fay, 
**  Where'er  ye  tread,  Temptation's  fpread  ; 

M  'Beware  the  Ides  of  May!" 

SONG  VI. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vauxhall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Howard. 

LE  T  the  Nymph  ftill  avoid,  and  be  deaf  to  the 
Swain, 

Who  in  Tranfports  of  Paflion  afFe&s  to  complain  ; 
For  his  Rage,  not  his  Love,  in  his  Frenzy  is  mown ; 
And  the  Blaft  that  blows  loudefl:  is  foon  over-blown. 

But  the  Shepherd,  whom  Cupid  has  pierc'd  to  the 
Heart, 

Will  fubmiflive  adore,  and  rejoice  in  the  Smart; 
Or,  in  plaintive  foft  Murmurs,  his  Bofom-felt  Woe, 
Like  the  fmooth-gliding  Current  of  Rivers,  will  flow. 

TW 
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Tho'filent  his  Tongue,  he  will  plead  with  his  Eyes 
And  his  Heart  own  your  Sway  in  a  Tribute  of  Sighs 
But  when  he  accofts  you,  in  Meadow  or  Grove, 
His  Tale  is  fo  tender—he  cooes  like  the  Dove. 


•SONG  vn. 

The  Casuist. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vauxhali.. 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Hov/ard. 

Recitative. 

WHICH  is  belt,  ye  Cafuilb,  fay, 
To  be  grave,  or  to  be  gay  ? 
Still  to  weep,  and  never  fmile, 
(In  the  Penferofo  Stile) 
So  fit  moping  like  a  Nun; 
Or  to  frifk  it  in  the  Sun, 
Where  the  Scenes  of  Mirth  are  play'd, 
And  the  glad  Appointments  made? 

Air. 

If  the  Maid  avoid  Excefs, 
Better  fing,  and  dance,  and  drefs, 
And  indulge  the  Calls  of  Youth, 
While  me  forfeits  not  her  Truth: 
Rigour  and  fevere  Demean 
Are  not  decent  at  Sixteen  • 
And  the  Chara&er  is  loft, 
Study'd  at  Good-Nature's  Coft. 

She  that  meditates  the  mofr, 
Is  not  always  Virtue's  Boaft  • 
Nor  the  Silent  and  Demure,' 
Always  peaceable  and  pure; 

E  3  While 
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While  the  Lively,  Brilk,  and  Smart, 
Have  more  Innocence  at  Heart, 
With  a  little  lefs  to  dfead 
From  the  Mifchief  in  their  Head. 

SONG  VIII. 
The  Bridal  Day;  a  Cantata, 
Sung  by  Mifs  Smith,  at  Marybone-Gardens. 
Set  by  Mr.  Yates. 
Recitative. 
"\TE  Swains,  who  reap  the  ripen'd  Corn, 
\    And  with  foft  Mufic  hail  the  Morn, 
Your  Sickles  lay  afide : 
Kence,  Labour's  preffive  Hand,  away; 
In  rural  Paltime  fpend  the  Day, 

To  charm  the  new-made  Bride, 
Air. 

With  Rofes  deck  the  Jefs'rrrlne  Bow'rs; 
Beftrew  the  verdant  Mead  with  Flow'rs, 

That  Phoebe  pafs  along  5 
Hark,  hark!  the  feather'd  Race,  on  Wing, 
To  Love's  foft  Impulfe  warbling  fing 

Their  foft  melodious  Song. 

Recitative. 
Then  fill,  ye  Swains,  the  rural  Reed; 

Let  Art  with  Nature  vie; 
Nor  let  the  ftiritt  ton'd  Lark  impede 

Your  partial  Harmony. 

Air. 

WhilH  blith  as  May  Morning, 

When  Nature  looks  charming, 
The  Damfels  (hall  dance  on  the  Green, 

'Tis  with  Beauty  replete, 

The  fair  Phoebe  we  greet, 
And  hail  her  our  paftoral  Queen, 

SONG 
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SONG  FX. 

A  Bacchanalian  Song,. 
From   Fa<wkesh  Anacreon. 
Set  by  Mr,  Yates. 

BACCHUS,  Jove's  delightful  Boy,, 
Gen'rous  God  of  Wine  and  Joy, 
.Still  exhilarates  my  Soul 
With  the  Raptures  of  the  Bowl. 

Then  with  feather'd  Feet  I  bound, 
Dancing  in  a  feftive  Round  ; 
Then  I  feel,  in  fparkling  Wine, 
Tranfports  delicate,  divine. 

Then  the  fprightly  Mufic  warms 
Song  delights,  and  Beauty  charms : 
Debonair,  and  light,  and  gay, 
Thus  I  dance  the  Hours  away, 

SONG  X. 
The  Timorous  Fair* 
Set  by  Mr.  Yates. 

THRO'  yonder  Glade,  and  verdant  Lawn 
See,  Chloe,  fee  the  trembling  Fawn 
Her  abfent  Mother  feek 
With  panting  Heart,  and  quiv'ring  Knees, 
If  but  a  Zephyr  fan  the  Trees, 
Or  Lizard  ftir  the  Brake. 

So  you,  my  Chloe,  tim'rous  Fair, 
If  Strephon's  Voice  you  chance  to  hear, 
With  coy  Confufion  fly, 

B  4  ,  Sufp" 
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Sufpicious  of  fome  latent  Harms, 
Seek  Shelter  in  your  Mamma's  Arms, 
As  if  fome  Danger's  nigh. 

No  Tyger  I,  thy  Limbs  to  tear: 
Then,  gentle  Trembler,  ceafe  thy  Fear, 

And  Mamma's  Bofom  quit ; 
Ripe  for  a  Lover's  fond  Embrace, 
In  Strepbon's  Arms  you'll  find  a  Place 

For  Chloe  much  more  fit. 

SONG  XI. 

A  New  Musical  Address  to  the  Town,  on  thfi 

Opening  of  Mary  bone -Gar  dens. 

Sung  hy  Mr.  Lowe,  Mifs  Catley,  Mifs  Miles,  and 
Mifs  Smith. 

Set  to  Mujic  by  Mr.  Yates. 

Mr.  Lowe. 

\]OW  the  Summer  advances,  and  Pleafure  re- 
1^1        moves  [Groves, 
From  the  Smoke  of  the  Town  to  the  Fields  and  the 
Permit  me  to  hope  that  your  Favour  again 
May  fmile,  as  before,  on  this  once-happy  Plain. 

Mifs  Catley. 
Tho'  here  no  Rotunda  expands  the  wide  Dome, 
No  Canal  on  its  Borders  invites  ye  to  roam ; 
Yet  Nature  fome  BlefTings  has  fcatter'd  around, 
And  Means  to  improve  may  hereafter  be  found. 

Mifs  Miles. 

On  Spots  as  uncouth,  from  Foundations  as  mean, 
Some  Structures  ftupendous  exalted  have  been  : 
Hence  ftarted  Vauxhall,  and  thus  RaneJqgh  grew 
From  Rudenefs  to  Grandeur,  fupported  by  you. 

Mifs 
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Mifi  Smith. 
The  barrenefr  Heath  may  by  Art  be  improv'd : 
Jt  has  Riyers  diverted,  and  Mountains  remov'd : 
Do  you  then  the  Sunlhine  of  Favour  difplay, 
And  Culture  mail  foon  the  glad  Summons  obey. 
Chorus. 

Mean  while,  ev'ry  Effort  to  pleafe  you  we'll  try; 
Good  Mufic,  good  Wine,  with  each  other  fhall  vie : 
To  gam  your  Efteem's  the  full  Scope  of  our  Plan, 
And  we  il  ftrive  to  deferve  it  as  well  as  we  can. 

song  xn. 

Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vauxhall. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

Y°«^G  P/'/Iis  oneMorningamayingwouldgoj 
When  faunt'ring  among  the  fweet  Meads  to 
and  fro, 

Ih  vain  did  the  Cowflips  her  fair  Hand  invite, 
JNor  Daifies  nor  Daffodils  gave  her  Delight- 
Her  Heart  with  the  Throbbings  of  Paffion  did  move ; 
Lach  Bird  on  the  Spray  could  have  told  her  'twas  Love. 
At  length  Ihe  grew  weary,  and  fat  by  a  Brook 
Where  Strepbon  the  Shepherd  was  baiting  his  Hook- 
Unnonc'd  he  faw  her,  and  heard  her  complain; 
His  Heart  was  inflam'd  to  allay  her  foft  Pain  • 
The  Swain  had  led  many  a  Lafs  to  the  Grove' 
And  he  (wicked  Rogue!)  thought  xhatPMIis  wou'd- 
love. 

Howe'er  as  her  Mind  was  by  Innocence  dreft, 
Twas  plain  that  fair  Virtue  was  Jodg'd  in  her  Breaft  • 

wf-T3^  was  much'  but  her  Modefty  more, 
Which  Strepbon  perceiv'd,  and  began  to  adore; 

A%  nl";iat     r  Feet  with  a  Garland  he' wove,  • 
•and.  PbtUu  confented  to  make  him  her  Love. 

B5  SONG 
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SONG  XIII. 
Sung  ly  Mifs  Davies,  at  Vauxhall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Samuel  Howard. 

I Like  the  Man  whofe  fearing  Soul 
Is  gen'rous  and  rehVd, 
Whofe  Paffions  act  beneath  Controul, 

With  Love  and  Honour  join'd. 
The  Oak,  by  Woodbines  on  the  Plain 

Encompafs'd  and  carefs'd, 
Is  not  more  fledfafl  in  its  Reign, 
Nor  is  more  iweetly  drefs'd. 

The  frothy  Sons  of  Vice  and  Show, 

Like  Shadows,  and  like  Noife, 
Have  nothing  in  themfelves,  we  know, 

That  fober  Senfe  enjoys; 
But  pure  and  conftant  Love  endears, 

And  feafts  both  Ear  and  Sight, 
While  ev'ry  thing  that  Virtue  fears 
Can  give  no  true  Delight. 

SONG  XIV. 
J favourite  Song,  fung  ly  Mifs  Brent  at  Ranelagh. 

THE  gaudy  Tulip  fwells  with  Pride, 
And  rears  its  Beauties  to  the  Sun, 
With  Heav'n-born  Tints  of  Iris"  Bow; 
While  low  the  Vi'let  fprings  befide, 
As  in  the  Shade  it  Itrives  to  fhun 
The  Hand  of  fome  rapacious  Foe. 


f M j 

Of  Worth  intrinflc,  fmall  the  Store 
That  from  the  Tulip  can  arife, 

^L-,W,h-e,n  parted  from  its  glowinV  Bed  : 
While  hid,  the  Vi'let  charms  thelore, 
Like  Incenfe  in  its  native  Skies, 

When  crept  to  grace  the  Virgin-Head. 

Then  think,  ye  Fair  Ones,  how  thefe  Flow'rs 
Are  wrought  in  Nature's  various  Robe- 

V*»X 6  P"dedeclines>  and  Merit  thrives, 
Your  Virgin  Dignity  o'er-pow'rs 

The  Heroes  cf  the  conquer'd  Globe  • 
.  But  iweet  Compliance  makes  ye  Wives. 

SONG  XV. 
A  favourite  Song,  fung  at  Ranelagh. 

XT°W  the  Woodland  Choirifls  W, 
X  ^1  Beauty  takes  her  radiant  Sphere : 
Love  adorns  the  fouling  Spring  P 

Love  and  Beauty  gild  the  Year : 
beize  the  Minutes  as  they  fly, 

Jocund  Hours  and  feftive  Round: 
Innocence,  with  Virgin  Eye, 
.    Comej  with  rural  Chaplets  crown'd. 

Awful  Virtue  keeps  her  State 

In  the  Cot;  or  on  the  Throne: 
Liberty  enjoins  her  Mate, 

As  fair  Honour  holds  the  Zone : 
Love  and  Beauty,  on  the  Wine, 

Sweep  the  Globe,  and  conquer  all; 
Poet,  Hero,  Sage  and  King, 

At.their  Shrine  fubmiflive.  fall. 

Where 


Where  mould  Honour  love  to  dwell, 

But  in  Freedom's  kappy  Ifle  ? 
Virtue  here  enjoys  a  Cell 

More  than  in  a  Tyrant's  Smile  : 
Where  Ihould  Beauty  fix  her  Reign, 

But  on  Love,  that  Pow'r  defies  ? 
Innocence  fhall  crown  the  Scene, 

Where  Ambition  droops  and  dies. 


SONG  XVI. 

rfnew  Song,  fung  by  Mifs  Plenius,  at  Marybone 
Gardens. 

I Met  young  Damon  t'other  Day  ; 
And,  near  me  as  he  drew, 
No  Swain,  methought,  e'er  look'd  fo  gay; 
Upon  my  Word  'tis  true. 

With  ardent  Blifs  my  Lips  he  preft  : 

Pray,  what  could  Phitlis  do  ? 
I  frown'd — but  only  frown'd  in  Jeft  ; 

Upon  my  Word  'tis  true. 

Tht  Shepherd  figh'd,  and  talk'd  of  Love, 

A  Theme  to  me  quite  new  ; 
Of  Angels,  Heav'n,  and  Pow'rs  above  ; 

And  vow'd  that  all  was  true. 

My  Bofom  throbb'd,  I  knew  not  why. 

As  ftill  more  fond  he  grew  : 
I  liftenM  to  his  Tale  with  Joy  ; 

Upon  my  Word  'tis  true. 


"  Let 
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**  Let  Damon  now  be'bleft,"  he  trfi^ 

And  fondly  \o  me  flew  : 
His  Freedom  vain  I  (trove  to  chide  ; 

Upon  my  Word  'tis  true. 

With  Blufhes  fpread,  I  look'd  Confent, 

Felt  Joys  but  known  to  few ; 
For  now  I  found  what  Damon  meant* 

And  all  he  faid  was  true. 

SONG  XVII. 
A  Hint  to  the  Fair  Sex. 
The  Words  by  Mr.  Lockman. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Marybone  Gardens, 
V*"^  AINST  the  deflruaive  Wiles  of  Man, 
VJT     Your  Hearts,  ye  Fair  Ones,  guard  -r 
Their  only  Study's  to  trapan, 

And  play  a  Trickfter's  Card  : 
With  ftrange  Delight  poor  Women  they  flight, 

Amufe,  cajole,  belie : 
Hence,  Girls!  beware — look  fharp— take  care ;.. 
For  Men  are  wond'rous  fly. 

That  Proteus  Man,  like  him  of  old, 

A  thoufand  Forms  will  take ; 
His  venal  Soul  is  all  for  Gold, 

A  Crocodile,  or  Snake. 
See  his  dire  Thread  !  this  Spider  fpread 

To  catch  the  Female  Fly  : 
Hence,  Girls !   beware—look  fliarp — take  care  f 

For  Men  are  wond'rous  fly. 

A  Porcupine  with  Rage  infpir'd, 

At  Nymphs  he  darts  his  Quills  > 
A  Bafilife  by  Frenzy  hVd, 

His  Glance  by  Poifon  kilk ; 

With 
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With  fraudftil  Arts  he  fteals  their  Hearts, 

Then  throws  the  Baubles  by : 
Hence,  Girls!  beware  — look  fliarp — take  care; 

For  Men  are  wond'rous  fly. 

Was  the  whole  Race  of  Men  to  meet 

In  one  wide-fpreading  Plain, 
Of  Conftancy,  of  Faith,  to  treat, 

And  Virtue's  fpotlefs  Train  ; 
To  find  a  Youth  renown'd  for  Truth, 

Whole  Ages  we  might  try  : 
Hence,  Girls !  beware — look  fharp — take  care; 

For  Men  are  wond'rous  fly. 


A  new  Song,  fung  by  Mrs.  Vincent  at  Vauxhall,  and  by 
Mifs  Plenius  at  Mary  bone  Gardens. 


YOUNG  Strepbon,  the  artlefs,  the  dangerous 
Swain, 

My  Love  and  Efteem  has  attempted  to  gain; 
With  the  fame  wicked  Arts  he  fo  oft  had  betray 'd, 
He  thought  to  feduce  one  more  innocent  Maid : 
But  appris'd  of  his  Pow'r,  of  my  Weaknefs  aware, 
I  bafHed  his  Scheme,  and  avoided  the  Snare; 
For  Virtue  I  love,  and  was  taught  in  my  Dawn,. 
When  I  gather'd  a  Rofe,  to  beware  of  the  Thorn. 

His  Tears  I  negle&ed,  his  Oaths  I  defpis'd ; 
For  his  Heart  by  thofe  Tears,  by  thofe  Oaths,  he 
difguis'd  : 

What  Prefents  he  brought  me  I  chofe  to  decline, 
(The  prodigal  Bounty  of  Art  and  Defign:) 


SONG  XVIII. 


Set  by  Mr.  Yates. 


He 
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He  coax'd,  and  he  flatter'd,  bat  flatter'd  in  vain, 
And  pra&is'd  each  Art,  on  my  Weaknefs  to  gain: 
Protected  by  Prudence,  I  iaugh'd  him  to  fcorn  ; 
Tho'  I  fancy'd  the  Rofe,  yet  I  dreaded  the  Thorn. 

He  wantonly  boaited  what  Nymphs  he  had  won, 
What  credulous  Beauties  his  Arts  had  undone ; 
He  fwore  that  his  Faith  mould  inviolate  be, 
That  his  Heart  and  thcfe  Fair  Ones  were  Victims 
to  me: 

I  told  him  thofe  Vi&Jms,  and  Faith,  I'd  defpife, 
And  from  fuch  Examples  would  learn  to  be  wife; 
That  I  never  wou'd  proftitute  Virtue  to  Scorn, 
Or  fmell  at  a  Rofe,  to  be  hurt  by  the  Thorn. 

Was  the  perjur'd  Betrayer  afham'd  of  his  Guilt; 
Was  his  Paffion  on  Virtue,  not  Wantonnefs,  built ; 
Was  his  Heart  as  fincere  as  his  Oaths  are  profane, 
I  could  fancy  (I  own  I  could  fancy)  the  Swain : 
But  Experience  has  taught  me  'tis  dang'rous  to  truft, 
And  Folly  to  think  he  can  ever  be  juft; 
So  I'll  ftifle  my  Flame,  and  rejeft  him  with  Scorn, 
Lett  I  grafp  at  the  Rofe,  and  be  hurt  by  the  Thorn. 

SONG  XIX. 
The  Origin  of  English  Liberty. 
The  Words  by  G,  A.  Stevens. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Hudfon. 

ONCE  the  Gods  of  the  Greeks,  at  Amblofial 
Feaft, 

Large  Bowls  of  rich  Neftar  were  quaffing  ; 
Merry  Momus  among  them  was  fat  as  a  Gueft, 
{Homer  fays  the  Celeftiab  lov'd  laughing:) 

On 
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\dn  each  in  the  Synod  the  Humourift  drolPd,, 

So  none  could  his  Jokes  difapprove; 
He  fung,  reparteed,  and  fome  fmart  Stories  told,. 

And  at  lall  thus  began  upon  Jove* 

«c  Sire!  Atlas,  who  long  has  the  Univerfe  bore, 

*i  Grows  grievouily  tired  of  late ; 
"  He  fays  that  Mankind  are  much  worfe  than  before3 

<fc  So  he  begs  to  be  eas'd  of  their  Weight." 
Jove,  knowing  the  Earth  on  poor  Atlas  was  hurl'd, 

From  his  Shoulders  commanded  the  Ball, 
Gave  his  Daughter  Attraction  the  Charge  of  the 
World, 

And  flie  hung  it  up  high  in  his  Hall. 

Mifs,  pleas'd  with  the  Prefent,  review'd  the  Globe 
round, 

To  fee  what  each  Climate  was  worth  ; 
Like  a  Di'mond,  the  whole  with  an  Atmofphere 
bound, 

And  fhe  varioufly  planted  the  Earth  : 
With  Silver,  Gold,  Jewels,  fhe  India  endow'd ; 

France  and  Spain  fhe  taught  Vineyards  to  rear; 
What  fuited  each  Clime  on  each  Clime  me  beftow'd, 

And  Freedom  lhe  found  flourifh'd  here. 

Four  Cardinal  Virtues  lhe  left  in  this  Ifle; 

As  Guardians  to  cherifh  the  Root; 
The  Bloflbms  of  Libep.ty  'gan  for  to  fmile, 

And  Englijhmen  fed  on  the  Fruit  : 
Thus  fed,  and  thus  bred,  from  a  Bounty  fo  rare, 

O  p refer ve  it  as  free  as  'twas  giv'n. 
We  will  while  we've  Breath ;  nay,  we'll  grafp  it  in 
Death, 

Then  return  it  untainted  to  Heav'n. 
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SONG  XX. 

An  a  cr  eon  on  Himfelf, 

\\7  HEN  I  drain  the  rofy  Bowl, 

▼  ▼  Joy  exhilarates  my  Soul; 
To  the  Nine  I  raife  my  Song, 
Ever  fair,  and  ever  young: 
When  full  Cups  my  Cares  excel, 
Sober  Counfel  then  farewel ; 
Let  the  Winds,  that  murmur,  fweey 
All  my  Sorrows  to  the  Deep. 

When  I  drink  dull  Time  away, 
Jolly  Bacchus,  ever  gay, 
Leads  me  to  delightful  Bow'rs 
Full  of  Fragrance,  full  of  Flow'rs, 
When  I  quaiF  the  fparkling  Wine, 
And  my  Locks  with  Rofes  twine, 
Then  I  praife  Life's  rural  Scene, 
Sweet,  fequefter'd,  and  ferene. 

When  I  drink  the  Bowl  profound 
Richeft  Fragrance  flowing  rounds 
And  fome  lovely  Nymph  detain* 
Venus  then  infpires  the  Strain  ; 
When  from  Goblets  deep  and  wide 
I  exhauft  the  gen'rous  Tide, 
All  my  Soul  unbends— J  play, 
Gamefome  with  the  Young  and  Gay. 
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SONG  XXI. 

A  Favourite  Song,  for  Two  Voices. 
Set  by  Mr.  Travers. 
The  Words  by  Matt.  Prior. 

WHEN  Bibo  thought  fit  from  the  World  to 
retreat, 

As  full  of  Champagne  as  an  Egg's  full  of  Meat, 
He  wak'd  in  the  Boat,  and  to  Charon  he  laid, 
He  wou'd  be  row'd  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead. 

"  Trim  the  Boat,  and  fit  quiet!"    ftern  Charo* 
reply'd ; 

"  You  may  have  forgot— you  were  drunk  when  you> 
dy'd." 

SONG  XXII. 
Strephon  and  Phoebe. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 

YOUNG  Strephon  long  doated  on  Phoebe  the 
Fair, 

Whofe  Heart  of  his  Anguifli  did  fecretly  mare; 
But  fearing  his  Paffion  wou'd  changeable  prove, 
She  prudently  check'd  the  foft  Di&ates  of.  Love. 

The  Beauties  you  fancy,  the  Fair  One  wou'd  fay, 
Are  Charms  of  a  Moment,  and  doom'd  to  decay: 
Love  founded  fo  (lightly  can  never  prove  true  ; 
The  Bloom  difappearing,  the  Pafiion  dies  too. 

O  wrong  not  your  Beauty,  reply 'd  the  fond  Swain y 
Its  lafiing  Irnpreflicn  will  ever  remain  : 
Tho'  Age,  like  the  Winter,  may  Wall  thy  fair  Prime, 
Yet  Virtue,  ftill  blooming,  gains  Vigour  by  Time. 

The 
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The  Strength  of  my  Eyes  with  your  Charms  will 
decline. 

Nor  gaze  at  a  Face  that  is  younger  than  thine ; 
While  this  faithful  Heart,  ever  true  to  my  Vow, 
Preferves  thy  dear  Image,  as  bright  as  'tis  now. 

Then  banifh,  dear  Phoebe,  each  Doubt,  and  each 
Fear, 

That  make  fancy'd  Evils  like  real  appear; 

The  fwift-flying  Moments  with  Ardour  improve, 

And  grant  the  Reward  that  is  due  to  my  Love. 

Kind  Phoebe  aiTenting  believ'd  the  fond  Youth, 
Who  prov'd  that  his  Paffion  was  founded  on  Truth  % 
And,  tho'  envious  Age  may  her  Beauty  impair, 
Her  Virtue  and  Honour  will  ever  be  fair. 


SONG  XXIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

^1 TT  JHilfc  Merit  znd  Reafon  give  Sanction  to  Love* 
V  V  How  can  ye,  ye  Fair  Ones,  my  Paffion  reprove  ? 
For  none  but  the  Prude  the  foft  Paffion  difdains, 
And  (he  boafls  of  a  Virtue  which  yet  ilie  but  feigns. 
# 

Genteel  is  my  Damon,  engaging  his  Air ; 

And^  his  Face,  like  the  Morn,  is  both  ruddy  and  fair ; 

No  Vanity  fvvays  him,  no  Folly  is  feen  ; 

But  open's  his  Temper,  and  noble's  his  Mien. 

With  Prudence  illumin'd  his  Anions  appear; 
His  Paffions  are  calm,  and  his  judgment  is  clear; 
Soft  Love  fits  enthron'd  in  the  Beams  of  his  Eyes  ; 
He's  manly,  yet  tender;  he's  fond,  yet  he's  wife. 

He's 
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He's  young  and  good-humour^  ;  he's  gen'rous  and 

gay ;  . 

And  his  Voice  can,  like  Mufic,  drive  Sorrow  away; 
An  amiable  Softnefs  ftill  dwells  on  his  Speech; 
He's  willing  to  learn,  tho'  he's  able  to  teach.. 

He  has  promis'd  to  love  me  as  long  as  I  live, 
And  his  Heart  is  too  honeft  to  let  him  deceive  : 
Then  blame  me,  ye  Virgins,  if  juftly  you  can  ; 
For  Merit  and  Fondnefs  diilinguifh  the  Man. 

SONG  XXIV. 
The  Lover's  Recantation.    A  Cantata* 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  at  Vauxhall  Gardens, 

Recitative. 

THE  kind  Appointment  Calia  made^ 
And  nam'd  the  Myrtle  Bow'r; 
There,  fretting,  long  poor  Damon  ftay'd 

Beyond  the  promis'd  Hour  : 
No  longer  able  to  contain 

This  anxipus  Expectation, 
With  Rage  he  fought  t'allay  his  Pail*. 
And  vented  thus  his  Pafiion. 

Air.. 

To  all  the  Sex  deceitful 

A  long  and  laft  Adieu, 
Since  Women  prove  ungrateful 

As  long  as  Men  prove  true.. 
The  Pains  they  give  are  many, 

And,  Oh  !  too  hard  to  bear  y 
The  joys  they  give — if  any, 

Eew,,  lhort,  and  unfincere.. 

Recitative 
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Recitative. 
I^ow  Calia,  from  Mamma  got  loofe, 

Had  reach'd  the  calm  Retreat ; 
With  modeft  Blufli  fhe  begg'd  Excufe, 

And  chid  her  tardy  Feet. 
The  Shepherd,  from  each  Doubt  releas'd* 

His  Joy  could  not  reftrain, 
But,  as  each  tender  Thought  increas'd, 

Ihus  chang'd  his  railing  Strain. 

Air. 

How  engaging,  how  ■endearing, 
Is  a  Lover's  Pain  and  Care  » 

After  Abfence  or  Defpair! 
Women  wife  increafe  Defiring 

By  contriving  kind  Delays  ; 
And,  advancing  or  retiring, 

All  they  mean  is—more  to  pleafe 


SONG  XXV. 
Smg  by  Mr.  Beard.    Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 
The  Words  by  Paul  Whitehead,  Po.t-launtu 

Recitative. 
XJtf  HEN  Backus  jolly  God,  invites 
j    * .    ,  f 0  revel  m  his  Ev'ninsr  Rites 
In  vam  his  Altar  I  furround,  g  ' 
i  Ao  with  Burgundian  Incenfe  crown'd - 

Tts  Love  gives  Relilh  to  the  Glafs, 


Air. 
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Air. 

While  All  around,  with  jocund  Glee, 
In  Brimmers  toaft  their  fav'rite  She, 
Tho'  ev'ry  Nymph  my  Lips  proclaim, 
My  Heart  ftill  whifpers  Chloe's  Name  : 
And  thus  with  me,  by  am'rous  Stealth, 
Still  ev'ry  Glafs  is  Cblee's  Health. 

SONG  XXVI. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  the  Royal  Chace. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

HO  W  pleafing  we  find  the  gay  Sports  of  the 
Field!  ,     '  ,. 

While  through  the  Vales  we're  bounding, 
The  Hills  our  Cries  refounding,  * 
The  mufical  Chace  all  its  Pleafure  does  yield. 

How  delightful  the  Paufe  when  the  Stag  flood  at 
But  when  his  Flight  renewing,  LDay  - 

Again  we  were  purfuing, 

Till  we  crown'd  with  Succeis  the  Sport  of  the  Day. 

SONG  XXVII. 
A  Scots  Cantata.    Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

BL  ATE  Jenny  faintly  teld  fair  Jean  his  Mind  ; 
7^«y  took  Pleafure  to denyhim  lang. 
He  tho/ghAer  Scorn  came  frae  a  Heart gwd  , 
Which  gart  him  in  Defpair  tune  up  this  Sang. 

0  bonny  Laflie,  fince  'tis  fae 
That  I'm  defpis'd  by  thee, 

1  hate  to  live  :  But,  Oh!  l'™wae 

And  unko  fweer  to  die.  Dear 


Dezrjiavy,  think  what  dowy  Hours 

I  thole  by  your  Difdain. 
Ah  !  fhould  a  Breaft  fae  foft  as  yours 

Contain  a  Heart  of  Stane  ? 

Thefe  tender  Notes  did  a'  her  Pity  move  • 
With  melting  Heart  (he  lifted  to  the  Boy 

O'ercome,  /he  fmil'd,  and  promised  him  her  Love 
tie  in  return  thus  fung  his  riling  Joy. 

Hence  frae  my  Breaft,  contentious  Care; 

Ye've  tint  the  Pow'r  to  pine: 
My  jeax/s  good,  my  Jeanfs  fair, 

And  a'  her  Sweets  are  mine. 
Spread  thine  Arms,  and  give  me  fouth 

Of  dear  enchanting  Blifs ; 
A  thoufand  Joys  around  thy  Mouth 

Gie  Heav'n  with  ilk  a  Kifs. 


SONG  XXVIII. 


WHEN  Jeffy  fmil'd,  her  lovely  Look 
My  wand  W  Heart  a  Prisoner  took, 
And  bound  it  with  fo  ftrong  a  Chain, 
I  ne'er  expedt  it  back  again! 

7e$>  treat  a  Captive  true 
With  gentle  Ufage-'tisits  Due; 

It  pants  for  thee  alone: 
Then  take  it  kindly  to  thy  Breaft, 
And  give  the  weary  Wand'rer  Reft, 

And  keep  it  near  thy  own. 
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SONG  XXIX. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

BI D  me,  when  forty  Winters  more 
Have  furrow'd  deep  my  pallid  Brow; 
When  from  my  Head,  a  fcanty  Store, 
Lankly  the  wither'd  Treffes  flow; 
When  the  warm  Tide,  that  bold  and  ftrong 

Now  rolls  impetuous  on,  and  free, 
Languid  amd  flow  fcarce  fteals  along; 
Then  bid  me  court  Sobriety. 

Nature,  who  form'd  the  varied  Scene 

Of  Rage  and  Calm,  of  Froil  and  Fire, 
Unerring  Guide,  could  only  mean 

That  Age  mould  reafon,  Youth  defire. 
Shall  then  that  Rebel  Man  prefume 

(Inverting  Nature's  Law)  to  feize 
The  Dues  of  Age  in  Youth's  high  Bloom, 

And  join  Impoflibilities  ? 

No— Let  me  wafte  the  frolick  May 

In  wanton  Joys  and  wild  Excefs, 
In  Revel,  Sport,  and  Laughter  gay. 

And  Mirth,  and  rofy  Chearfulnefs^ 
Woman,  the  Soul  of  all  Delight, 

And  Wine,  the  Aid  of  Love,  be  near: 
All  charms  me,  that  to  Joy  incites \  ; 

And  ev'ry  She,  that's  kind,  is  fair. 

SONG  XXX. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent. 

TENDER  Paflions  never  ending 
Haunt  my  Steps  where-e'er  I  go ; 
Doubts  and  Fears  on  Love  attending 
Swell  my  panting  Heart  with  Woe. 
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Yet  in  Abfence  tho'  I  languiih, 
At  my  Fate  I'll  ne'er  repine'; 

So  Love's  Chain,  to  eafe  my  AngaifL, 
Lank  his  Heart  as  fall  as  mine. 


SONG  XXXI. 

NOmore  ye  Swains,  no  more  upbraid 
A  Youth,  by  Love  unhappy  made  • 
Your  rural  Sports  are  all  in  vainf  * 
To  foothe  my  Care,  or  eafe  my  Pain. 
Nor  Shade  of  Trees,  nor  Sweets  of  Flow'*, 
Can  e  er  redeem  my  happy  Hours ; 

Wn^P,   /°rfakeS  the  tortur'd  Mind, 
What  Pleafure  can  a  Lover  find  I 

Yet,  if  again  you  wifh  to  fee 
Your  Damon  ftill  reftor'd  and  free, 
Oo  try  to  move  the  cruel  Fair, 
And  gam  the  fcornful  C^a's  Ear. 
But  oh!  forbear  with  too  much  Art 
To  touch  that  dear  relentlefs  Heart, 
Left  Rivals  to  my  Fears  ye  prove 
Andjealoufyfucceed  toLo?e  ' 


SONG  XXXII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  *  Comus. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 


'  Canft 
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Canft  thou  not  tell  me  of  a  gentle  Pair 
That  likeft  thy  Narciffus  are  ? 

O  !  if  you  have 
Hid  them  in  fome  flow'ry  Cave, 

Tell  me  but  where,  ■  ^ 

Sweet  Queen  of  Parley,  Daughter  of  the  Sphere; 
So  may'It  thou  be  tranflated  to  the  Skies, 
And  give  refunding  Grace  to  all  Heav'n'sHarmonies. 

SONG  XXXIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  Eliza. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

THE  Woodlark  whittles  through  the  Grove, 
Tuning  the  fweeteft  Notes  of  Love 
To  pleafe  his  Female  on  the  Spray ; 
Perch'd  by  his  Side,  her  little  Bread 
Swells  with  a  Lover's  Joy  confeft, 
To  hear,  and  to  reward  the  Lay. 

Come  then,  my  Fair  one,  let  us  prove 
From  their  Example  how  to  love: 

For  thee  the  early  Pipe  Til  breathe; 
And  when  my  Flock  return  to  Fold, 
Their  Shepherd  to  thy  Bofom  hold, 

And  crown  him  with  the  nuptial  Wreath, 

SONG  XXXIV. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe.    Set  by  Mr.  Worgan. 

THE  Weftern  Sky  was  purpled  o'er 
With  ev'ry  pleafing  Ray, 
And  Flocks  reviving  felt  no  more 

The  fultry  Heat  of  Day, 
When  from  an  Hazle's  artlefs  Bow  r 
Soft  warbled  Strephon's  Tongue; 
He  bleft  the  Scene,  he  bleft  the  Hour, 
While  Nancfs  Praife  he  fung. 


Let  Fops  with  fickle  Falfhood  range 

The  Paths  of  wanton  Love, 
WMIft  weeping  Maids  lament  their  Change 

And  fadden  ev'ry  Grove : 
But  endlefs  Bleffings  crown* the  Day 

I  faw  fair  E  foam's  Dale, 
And  ev'ry  Bleflmg  find  its  Way 

To  Nancy  oi  the  Dale. 

Her  Shape  was  like  the  Reed,  fo  fleek 

So  taper,  /trait,  and  fair; 
Her  dimpled  Smile,  her  blufliing  Cheek. 

How  charming  fweet  they  were ! 
Far  in  the  winding  Vale  retir'd 

This  peerhfs  Bud  I  found  •  * 
And  fhadowing  Rocks  and  Woods  confpir'd 

To  fence  her  Beauties  round.  * 

That  Nature  in  fo  lone  a  Dell 

•  Should  form  a  Nymph  fo  fweet, 
Or  Fortune  to  her  fecret  Cell 

Condud  my  wand 'ring  Feet » 
Gay  Lordlings  fought  her  for  their  Bride  * 
But  fhe  would  ne'er  incline  • 

"  ^r°AVeTt0         E<^Uals  tru^  cry*, 
As  I  wnl  prove  to  mine. 

"        S*"pl>on,  on  the  Mountain's  Brow 
<  H*s        «y  right  Good-wil],.  ^ 
«  W^  \  PVf^VlS^d  Vow, 
witn  him  Pll  climb  the  Hill- 
Struck  with  her  Charms  and  gentle  TnnU 
I  clafp'd  the  conftant  Fairg  ^ 
To  her  alone  I  give  my  Youth, 
And  vow  my  future  Care. 

C  2  SON 
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SONG  XXXV. 
The  Beau  and  the  Wit. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

ST  REP  HON,  who  try'd  with  ev'ry  Grace 
His  Perfon  to  adorn, 
Thought  by  the  Beauty  of  his  Face 
In  Silvia's  Heart  to  find  a  Place, 
And  wonder'd  at  her  Scorn. 

With  Bows  and  Smiles  he  did  his  Part : 

But,  oh  I  'twas  all  in  vain; 
A  Youth  lefs  fine,  a  Youth  of  Art, 
Had  talk'd  himfelf  into  her  Heart, 

And  would  not  out  again. 

Strephon  in  all  new  Fafhions  drefs'd, 

And  urg'd  her  to  admire : 
His  Love  alone  the  other  prefs'd ; 
Dear  Nature  kindly  did  the  reft, 

And  mov'd  her  foft  Defire. 

This  found  his  Courtfhip.    Strephon  ends, 

Or  makes  it  to  his  Glafs ; 
There  he  himfelf  nowfeeks  Amends, 
Convinced,  that  where  a  Wit  pretends, 

A  Beau  is  but  an  Afs. 


SONG  XXXVI. 
Set  by  Mr,  Worgan. 

THAT  I  might  not  be  plagued  with  the  Non 
fenfeofMen, 
I  promis'd  my  Mother  again  and  again 
To  fay  as  me  bids  me  wherever  I  go, 
And  to  all  that  they  afk,  or  would  have,  tell  'em  N 

I  real! 
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I  really  believe  I  have  frighten'd  a  Score  • 
They'll  want  to  be  with  me,  I  warrant,  no  more; 
And  I  own  I'm  not  forry  for  ferving  them  fo  • 
Were  the  fame  Thing  to  do,  I  again  mould  ihy  N». 

For  a  Shepherd  I  like,  with  more  Courage  and  Art, 
Won't  let  me  alone,  tho'  I  bid  him  depart: 
Such  Quelhons  he  puts  fince  I  anfwer  him  fo, 
i  hat  he  makes  me  mean  Yes,  tho'  my  Words  are 
itiii  JNo. 


He  alk  d.  Did  I  hate  him,  or  think  him  too  plain; 
(Let  me  die  if  he  is  not  a  clever  young  Swain) 
Ifheventur'daKifs,  iflfromhim  wluld i  go 
Then  he  prels'd  my  young  Lips,  while  I  blul'd  and 


?rer?Ad         Heart  t0  mother  was  gone; 
If  I  d  have  him  to  leave  me,  or  ceafe  To  Jove  on  ; 
If  I  meant  my  Life  long  to  anfwer  him  fo;  ' 
Ifaulter'd,  and  figh'd,  and  reply'd  to  him,  No. 

Will3  ^        t0  &  C°Urtfl"P  he  ™&  i 

Will  PbtUts  live  longer  a  Virgin  ?  he  faid : 

Ifl  prefs  you  to  Church,  will  you  fcruple  to  eoi 
In  a  hearty  good  Humour  I  anfwer'd,  No,  no! 

SONG  XXXVII. 
The  English  Padlock. 
Neivfit  by  Dr.  Arne. 

1VF  lJf  ??"ae'  when  fair  and  younrr, 
1VJL  (As  Horace  has  divinely  iunS) 

Rv'ii tT  r%kep,t  fr°m  >™  s  Em^ace 
By  Doors  of  Steel,  and  Walls  of  Brafs; 

C  3  Tell 
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Tell  us,  myfterious  Hufband,  tell  us 
Why  fo  myfterious,  why  fo  jealous  ; 
Can  harm  Reftraint,  the  Bolt,  the  Bar, 
Make  thee  iecure,  thy  Wife  lefs  fair? 
Send  her  abroad,  and  let  her  fee 
That  all  this  World  of  Pageantry, 
Which  me,  forbidden,  longs  to  know, 
Js  Powder,  Pocket-Glafs,  and  Beau. 
Be  to  her  Virtues  ever  kind, 
Be  to  her  Faults  a  little  blind, 
Let  all  her  Ways  be  unconfin'd, 
And  clap  your  Padlock — on  her  Mind, 

SONG  XXXVJII. 
A  favourite  Duetto,  in  the  Serenata  Solomon. 
Sit  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
*TT* OGETHER  let  us  range  the  Fields 

Impearled  with  the  Morning  Dew, 
Or  view  the  Fruit  the  Vineyard  yields, 

Or  the  Apple's  cluvVring  Bough ; 
There,  in  clofe-embower'd  Shades, 

Impervious  to  the  Noon-tide  Ray, 
By  tinkling  Rills,  on  rofy  Beds, 
We'll  love  the  fultry  Hours  away. 

SONG  XXXIX, 
An  Epithalamium. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  and  Mifs  Young. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 
Recitative,  by  Mr.  Beard. 

HOW  foft,  and  yet  majeftic,  is  her  Air! 
Her  Temper,    with  a  Heav'nly  Sweetncfs 
bleft, 

Amidlt  a  Thoufand  Charms  fits  in  her  Looks  confeft, 
And  (hews  a  Godlike  Mind  inhabits  there. 

Air. 
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Air. 

Ye  happy  Days,  your  Flight, 

Your  eafy  Flight  prepare, 
Bring  ev'ry  foft  Delight 

To  foothe  the  Brave  and  Fair: 
Hail,  happy,  happy  Pair  ! 

Thus,  in  each  other  bleft, 
Be  ever  free  from  Care, 

Of  ev'ry  Joy  poffeft. 

Recitative. 

Take  the  Bleffing  Gods  intend  thee, 
Smiling  meet  the  promis'd  Joy; 

Faith  and  Truth  mall  ftill  attend  thee, 
Peace  and  Love  your  Hours  employ. 

Air,  by  Mifs  Young. 
Let  all,  let  all  be  gay, 
And  join  in  fportive  Play; 

Let  Mirth,  let  Mirth  and  Joy 

Each  happy  Hour  employ, 
Of  this  fair  Bridal  Day. 

Duetto.  Mr.  Beard. 
O !  the  Raptures  of  Poffeffing, 
Melting  into  Beauty's  Arms ! 

Mifs  Young. 
O  !  the  Joy,  the  lafting  Bleffing, 

Which  from  Honour  takes  its  Charms 

Mr.  Beard. 
Love's  foft  Flame  mall  gently  warm  thee. 

Mifs  Young. 
Love  and  Honour  both  fhall  charm  thee. 
C4 
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O!  the  Raptures  of  Poflefling, 

Melting  into  Beauty's  Arms ! 
O!  the  Joy,  the  lafting  Blefiing, 

Which  from  Honour  takes  its  Charms ! 

S  O  N  G  XL. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  the  Shepherd's  Lottery. 

Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
*J j"*  O  dear  Amaryllis  young  Strephon  had  long 

A  Declar'd  his  hVdPaffion,  and  dy'd  for  in  Song : 
He  went,  one  May  Morning,  to  meet  in  the  Grove, 
By  her  own -dear  Appointment,  this  Goddefs  of  Love : 
Mean  time  in  his  Mind  all  her  Charms  he  ran  o'er, 

And  doated  on  each  Can  a  Lover  do  more? 

He  waited,  and  waited,  then,  changing  his  Strain, 
5Twas  Fury,  and  Rage,  and  Defpair,  and  Difdain! 
The  Sun  was  commanded  to  hide  his  dull  Light, 
And  the  whole  Courfe  of  Nature  was  alter'd  down- 
'Twas  his  haplefs  Fortune  to  die  and  adore,  [right : 

But  never  to  change  Can  a  Lover  do  more? 

Chora,  it  happ'd,  was  by  Accident  there  ; 

No  Rofe-Bud  fo  tempting,  no  Lily  fo  fair  : 

He  prefs'd  her  white  Hand— next  her  Lips  he  effay'd; 

Nor  would  lhe  deny  him,  fo  civil  the  Maid : 

Her  kindly  Compliance  his  Peace  did  reftore, 

And  dear  Amaryllis  was  thougkt  of  no  more. 

SONG  XLI. 
Woman.  A  Ballad.  Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan. 

NO  longer  let  whimfical  Songfters  compare 
The  Merits  of  Wine  with  the  Charms  of  the 
Fair: 

I  appeal  to  the  Men,  to  determine  between 

A  Tun-belly 'd  Bacchus  and  Beautv's  fair  Queen. 

The 
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The  Pleasures  of  Drinking  henceforth  I  refign ; 
For  the,  there  is  Mirth,  yet  there's  Madnefs  in  Wine : 
Then  let  not  falfe  Sparkles  our  Senfes  beguile ; 
Tis  the  Mention  of  Chloe  that  makes  theGlafs  fmile, 

Her  Beauties  with  Rapture  my  Senfes  infpire, 
And,  the  more  I  behold  her,  the  more  I  admire! 
r  f\7 9harmns  of  her  Temper  and  Mind  I  adore  : 
Thefe  Virtues  Ihall  blefs  me  when  Beauty's  no  more. 

^tZ^P  °f  Da^  when  with  Love  we  engage! 
Xis  the  Transport  of  Youth;   'tis  the  Comfort  of 
Age: 

But  what  are  the  Joys  of  the  Bottle,  or  Bowl? 
Wine  tickles  the  Tafte,  Love  enraptures  the  Soul! 

A  Sot,  as  he  riots  in  Liquor,  will  cry, 
The  longer  I  drink,  the  more  thirfty  am  I. 
From  this  fair  Confeffion,  'tisplain,  my  goodFriend 
You're  a  Toper  eternal,  and  drink  to  no  End  ' 

Your  Big-belly'd  Bottle  may  ravi/h  your  Eye, 

F  L  W      lA  r°  l0°k  When  >'our  ft  dry  » 

From  Woman,  dear  Woman,  fweet  Pleafure  muft 

Nay,  the  Stoics  muft  own  it-fhe  is  the  beft  Thing, 

For  S&?Sfe,-«  WinC  We  may  juftly  afford< 

But  wZ   f     ^  -nC  SS  Sreat  as  a  Lo^- 

aIa  p,m    '  vr  £.ver'  ?Ives  Tranfport  to  Man 
And  1 11  love  the  dear  Sex_aye .  ^  ^ 

C  5  SONG 
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SONG  XLII. 

A  Pastoral  Song.  ' 
Sung  at  Ranelagh,  by  Mr.  Hudfon. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 

WHAT  Shepherd,  or  Nymph  of  the  Grove, 
Can  blame  me  for  dropping  a  Tear, 
Or  lamenting  aloud,  as  I  rove, 

Since  Phcebe  no  longer  is  here? 
My  Flocks,  if  at  random  they  ftray, 

What  Wonder,  if  file's  from  the  Plains? 
Her  Hand  they  were  wont  to  obey; 

Sher-uPd  both  the  Sheep  and  the  Swains. 

Can  I  ever  forget  how  we  flray'd 

To  the  Foot  of  yon  neighbouring  Hill, 
To  the  Bow'r  we  had  built  in  the  Shade, 

Or  the  Pviver  that  runs  by  the  Mill? 
There,  fweet,  by  my  Side  as  me  lay, 

And  heard  the  fond  Stories  I  told, 
How  fweet  was  the  Thrum  from  the  Spray, 

Or  the  Bleating  of  Lambs  from  the  Fold ! 

How  oft*  wou'd  I  fpy  out  a  Charm, 

Which,  before,  had  been  hid  from  my  View ! 
And,  while  Arm  was  enfolded  in  Arm, 

My  Lips  to  her  Lips,  how  they  grew! 
How  long  the  fweet  Conteft  would  laft ! 

Till  the  Hours  of  Retirement  and  Reft, 
What  Pleafures  and  Pain  each  had  paft, 

Who  iongefc  had  lov'd,  and  who  beft. 

No  Changes  of  Place,  or  of  Time, 

I  felt  when  my  Fair  one  was  near ; 
Alike  was  each  Weather,  and  Clime, 

Each  Seafon  that  chequer'd  the  Year: 


In 
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In  Winter's  rude  Lap  did  we  freeze, 
Did  we  melt  on  the  Bofom  of  May  ; 

Each  Morn  brought  Contentment  and  Eafe, 
If  we  rofe  up  to  work  or  to  play. 

She  was  all  my  fond  Wifhes  could  aflc ; 

She  had  ail  the  kind  Gods  could  impart; 
She  was  Nature's  moll  beautiful  Tafk, 

The  Defpair,  and  the  Envy  of  Art: 
There  all,  that  is  worthy  to  prize, 

In  all  that  was  lovely  was  dreft. ; 
For  the  Graces  were  thron'd  in  her  Eyes, 

And  the  Virtues  all  lodg'd  in  her  Breait. 

SONG  XLIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vaubdiall. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan. 

GENTLE  Heart,  give  over  fighing 
Ceafe  to  haunt  the  fhady  Grove : 
Idly  think  no  more  of  dying; 
Poll/ s  Pride  has  cur'd  thy  Love. 

Heav'nly  Reafon,  now  direft  me  ; 

From  thy  Laws  no  more  I'll  rove  : 
Thy  fweet  Pow'r  jfhall  now  proted  me 

'Gainft  the  fierce  AiTaults  of  Love. 

Oh !  I'm  blufhing  at  my  Folly, 
When  with  ardent  Vows  I  flrpve 

To  inftrudt  the  Heart  of  Polly 
How  to  figh,  and  how  to  love. 

She,  hard-hearted,  haughty  Creature, 
No  endearing  Words  cou'd  move; 

Cruel  Frowns  filPd  ev'ry  Feature, 
At  each  Word  and  Look  of  Love- 
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But,  thank  Heav'n,  my  Folly  ceafes ; 

Sighs  are  from  my  Bofom  drove : 
How  the  fweet  Reflection  pleafes, 

Thus  to  live,  and  laugh  at  Love ! 
Ah !  what  Nymph  is  this  Way  coming  ? 

How  majeftic  does  (he  move! 
Cheeks,  like  new-blown  Rofes  blooming ; 

Ah,  my  Heart !  beware  of  Love. 

Oh!  'tis  Polly  %  but,  amazing! 

Smiles  all  o'er  her  Beauties  rove; 
And  her  Eyes,  with  Tranfport  gazing, 

Fill'd  with  Sweetnefs,  fill'd  with  Love. 
Now,  fhe  ftands  with  Arms  extended, 

By  my  Pafiion  I  am  drove  ; 
Ev'ry  Pow'r  of  Reafon's  ended ; 

Farevvel  Reafon,  welcome  Love. 


SONG  XLIV. 
Sung  ly  Mifs  BTent,  in  the  Englifti  Opera  of  Art 

XERXES. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

IF  o'er  the  cruel  Tyrant,  Love, 
A  Conqueft  I  believ'd, 
The  flatt'ring  Error  ceafe  to  prove, 
O  !  let  me  be  deceiv'd. 

Forbear  to  fan  the  gentle  Flame, 

Which  Love  did  firft  create  ; 
What  was  my  Pride  is  now  my  Shame, 

And  muft  be  turn'd  to  Hate. 
Then  call  not  to  my  wav'ring  Mind 

The  Weaknefs  of  my  Heart, 
Which,  ah  !  I  feel  too  much  inclin'd 

To  take  a  Traitor's  Part* 

SON 


[  37  3 


SONG  XLV. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Peretti,  in  the  Engliih  Opera  0/*  Art  a- 

XERXES. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

IN  Infancy  our  Hopes  and  Fears 
Were  to  each  other  known ; 
And  Friendship,  in  our  riper  Years, 

Has  twin'd  our  Hearts  in  one : 
O  !  clear  him  then  from  this  Offence  ; 

Thy  Love,  thy  Duty,  prove; 
Reftore  him  with  that  Innocence 
Which  firft  infpir'd  my  Love. 

SONG  XLVL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  the  Englifh  Opera  */Arta- 

XERXES. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

BEHOLD  on  Lethe's  difmal  Strand 
Thy  Father's  troubled  Image  Hand ! 
In  his  Face  what  Grief  profound  ! 
See,  he  rolls  his  haggard  Eyes ! 
Hark!  "  Revenge!  Revenge  !"  he  cries, 
And  points  to  his  fKll-bleeding  Wound. 
Obey  the  Call,  revenge  his  Death, 
And  calm  his  Soul  that  gave  thee  Breath. 

SONG  XLVII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  wArtaxerxes. 

THY  Father  !~away  !~I renounce  the  foft  Claim, 
ThouSpot  to  myHonour !  thou  Blaft  to  myFame ! 
Let  Juftice  the  Traitor  to  Puniihment  bring  • 
His  Father  he  loll  when  he  murder'd  his  King. 

SONG 
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SONG  XLVIII. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Mattocks,  in  ArtaxeRXES. 

WHEN  real  Joy  we  mifs, 
'Tis  feme  Degree  of  Blifs, 
To  reap  ideal  Pleafure, 
And  dream  of  hidden  Treafure. 
The  Soldier  dreams  of  Wars, 
And  conquers  without  Scars ; 
The  Sailor  in  his  Sleep 
With  Safety  ploughs  the  Deep  ; 

So  I,  through  Fancy's  Aid, 
,Enjoy  my  Heav'nly  Maid, 
And,  bleft  with  thee  and  Love, 
Am  greater  far  than  Jove. 

SONG  XLIX. 
*      The  Shepherd  and  Cupid. 
)  nr^W  AS  early  on  a  Holiday, 

J[    A  harmlefs  Shepherd  chanc'd  to  ft  ray, 
And  wand'ring  near  a  Cryftal  Brook, 
He  fat  him  down  to  bait  his  Hook; 
Thus  faid  the  Shepherd,  free  from  Care, 
"  If  I  the  Gudgeon  mould  enfnare, 
**  Or  any  of  the  fcaly  Fry, 
*«  Pd  envy  none  beneath  the  Sky." 
His  Sport  was  harmlefs  as  his  Mind; 
Upon  his  Hand  his  Head  reclin'd ; 
And,  lift'ning  to  the  Wopd-Lark's  Note, 
He  watch'd  the  Motion  of  his  Float: 
It  fcarce  obtain'd  a  £ngle  Swim, 
Ere  Cupid  round  the  Swain  did  fkim 
With  feather'd  Wings,  extended  wide, 
And  fettled  by  the  Shepherd's  Side. 

The 
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The  Swain  had  heard  of  Bows5  and  Darts, 

And  Cupid's  Snares,  that  torture  Hearts; 

Became  uneafy  at  the  Sight, 

But  artfully  conceal 'd  his  Fright ; 

"  I  prithee,  Cupid,  tell,  J  pray, 

"  What  brought  thee  out  fo  foon  To-day  ?" 

I  In  \  ruth,  faid  he,  my  Sport's  like  thine; 

*  I  hither  came  to  wet  my  Line/ 

"  If  that  be  true,  thou  pretty  Boy, 

Then  leave  with  me  that  glitfring  Toy; 

II  I  mean  the  Arrow  in  thy  Hand; 

"  Then  equally  we'll  ih are  our  Stand :" 

*  Shepherd,  I'll  give  thee  any  thing; 

'  Pray  take  with  it  my  Bow  and  String.' 
The  Swain  fecure  his  Cheek  did  ftroke, 
And,  flily,  Cupid's  Arrow  broke. 

But,  lo!  an  Angel's  Voice  he  heard, 
And  foon  an  Angel's  Form  appear'd, 
With  Eyes  fo  bright,  as  Poets  fay, 
Should  Phoebus  ileep,  might  rule' the  Day: 
The  Shepherd  liften'd  to  her  Soup-; 
I  fear  the  Shepherd  gaz'd  too  long : 
For  as  her  Eyes  their  Beams  withdrew, 
Her  fatal  Looks  the  Shepherd  flew. 

At  firft  he  felt  uncommon  Smart, 
And  fear'd  the  Boy  conceal'd  a  Dart- 
Then  faintlv  turning,  «  Child,"  faid  he, 

*  This  evil  Arrow  comes  from  thee." 
\  2}  SllePherd>  it  is  no  fuch  Thing; 

4  Thou  hadft  my  Arrow,  Bow,  and  String  : 
^  But  now  I  guefs  for  whom  you  fmart ; 

I  he  Nymph  you  faw  has  pierc'd  your  Heart.' 


SONG 
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SONG  L. 
Duetto,  Sung  by  Mr.  Tenducci,  and  Mifs  Brent,  in 
/^Englifh  Opera  of  Artaxerxes. 

FA  IR  Aurora,  prithee  flay; 
O  retard  unwelcome  Day; 
Think  what  Anguifh  rends  my  Breaft, 
Thus  carefling,  thus  careft, 
From  the  Idol  of  my  Heart 
Forc'd  at  thy  Approach  to  part. 

SONG  LI. 
The  Cock-Lane  Ghost,    or  Fanny's  Phe- 
nomenon. 

Sung  by  Mrs.  dive,  by  way  of  Epilogue  to  The  Drum- 
mer  or  The  Haunted  Houfe,  on  account  of  its  Ute 
occajjonal  Revival. 

WITH  Wonder,  each  Year,  we  the  old  Year 
out-do, 

We  fcorn  to  confider  how  far  a  Tale's  true,  [new : 
'Tis  enough  that  it's  talk'd  of  -  and  that  the  Thing's 
Which  Nobody  can  deny,  &c. 

For  Greek-giving  Oracles  this  Ghoft  a  Match  is, 
With  Thumping,  and  fo  forth,  it  Queftions  dif- 
patches,  [fcratches : 

For  fome  mull  be  claw'd  off,  it  mews,   when  it 

Which  Nobody  can  deny. 

This  Ghoft  is  a  Ghoft  of  an  odd  Compofition, 
For  it  never  appears— fo  it's  no  Apparition, 
But  with  Thumps,  like  Free- Mafons,  makes  known 
its  Condition ; 

Which  Nobody  can  deny. 
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With  Wonder  the  Multitude's  wide  Mouth  receive  it; 
But  yet  for  a  much  greater  Wonder  I'll  give  it 
That  Grey  Beards  fat  np,  and  proteft  they'll  believe  it  : 

Which  Nobody  can  deny. 

We  can't  yet  unriddle  what  this  Ghojl  is  hatching ; 
Nor  can  the  Learn'd  find  out,  tho'  nightly  thly're 

watching,  b    1  3 

How,,  without  Flefh  and  Blood,  it  can  come  bv  its 

scratching :  * 

Which  Nobody  can  deny, 

S0' fw  Tale-teI!in2  GV  with  *  Baby  be^un, 
?  nA  <f\???r  11  make  if  its  RaPPing  goes  on, 
Andheihould  difcover  what  grown  Folk? have  done ! 

Which  Nobody  can  deny. 

There's  a  Time,  we  are  told,  to  fuit  each  Inclination, 
When  Cunning  works  belt  on  Credulity's  Paffion  • 
So  our  Play  ls  well-tim'd-as  the  Ghojl  is  in  Faihion : 
Which  Nobody  can  deny. 

SONG  LII. 

Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  in  Queen  Mab. 

'WHENkindrentS  areCrud'  and  Guardians  un- 
To  force  Inclination,  and  fetter  the  Mind, 
Ihe  Fauy  fteps  in,  with  the  Maiden  takes  part, 
Affuages  her  Grief,  and  brings  Joy  to  her  Heart. 

Then  come,  ye  Sprites, 

Attend  to  the  Rites, 

And  Myftic  Delights ; 

Trip,  trip  on  the  Green, 

Unheard,  and  unfeen, 

With  our  Subje&s  and  Queen. 

SONG 
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SONG  LTII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  in  Queen  Mab. 

THOU  beft-belov'd  Offspring  of  Puck,  our  dear 
Nimble,  airy,  [Friend, 
Blithfome  Fairy, 
Careful  I'll  thy  Steps  attend, 
Whether  wantonly  teazing  the  Clowns  of  the  Green, 
Or  dancing  by  Moonlight  with  Mab  our  fair  Queen. 

The  Sons  of  dull  Mortals  (hall  watch  thee  in  vain: 

Thou  ftill  ranging, 

Ever  changing, 
Short  and  injur'd  tread  the  Plain: 
The  Maids  mall  admire  thee  as  foon  as  thou'rt  feen, 
And  court  thee  by  Moonlight  to  dance  on  the  Green. 

Thou  Rival,  in  Swiftnefs,  to  Lightning  and  Air, 
I'll  proteft  thee, 
And  diredl  thee 
How  tf  efcape  th'  intended  Snare  ; 
And  when  thou  return'ft  thou  (hall  fit  by  our  Queen, 
While  Fairies  do  Homage  to  Mab  on  the  Green. 

SONG  LIV. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  the  Jovial  Crew, 

I Made  Love  to  Kate, 
Long  I  figh'd  for  fhe, 
Till  I  heard  of  late, 
♦  She'd  a  Mind  for  me  : 
I  met  her  on  the  Green, 

In  her  belt  Array ; 
So  pretty  fhe  did  feem, 
She  Hole  my  Heart  away. 

Oh! 
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Oh!  then  we  kifs'd  and  prefs'dj  were  we  much  to 
blame  ? 

Had  you  been  in  my  Place,  you'd  have  done  the  fame* 
As  I  fonder  grew, 
She  began  to  prate, 

Quoth  fhe  I'll  marry  you, 

And  you  fhall  marry  Kate ; 
But  then  I  laugh 'd,  and  fwore, 

I  lov'd  her  more  than  fo ; 
Ty'd  each  to  a  Rope's  End 
Is  tugging  to  and  fro. 
Again  we  kifs'd  and  pre  fs'd;  were  we  much  to  blame? 
Had  you  been  in  my  Place,  you'd  have  done  the  fame. 
Then  me  figh'd,  and  faid, 
She  was  wond'rous  lick, 
Dicky  Katy  led, 

Katy  fhe  led  Dick  ! 
Long  we  toy'd  andplay'd 

Under  yonder  Oak,' 
Katy  loft  the  Game, 

Tho'  fhe  play'd  in  Joke  ; 
For  there  we  did,  alas !  what  I  dare  not  name ; 
Had  you  been  in  my  Place,  you'd  have  done  the  fame. 

SONG  LV. 
The  Goldfinch  to  Chloe. 
J  young  Lady,  re?narkably  fond  of  a  Song  of  Mr.  Han- 
del'j,  beginning  with,  'Tis  Liberty,   &c.   had  a 
tame  Goldfinch,  witci  ufed  to  hop  about  her  Earpfi- 
•  chord  rwhilj}  Jhe  fung  it  ;  which,  at  loft  flying  a*vay> 
occafionedthe  following  Words. 

R.ECITATIVE. 

'  |  ^  Q  HandePs  pleafing  Notes,  as  Chloe  fung 

JL        The  Charms  of  Heav'nly  Liberty, 
A  gentle  Bird,  till  then  with  Bondage  pleas'd, 
With  Ardour  panted  to  be  free  ;  His 
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His  Prifon  broke,  he  feeks  the  ditfant  Plain  ; 
Yet,  ere  he  flies,  tunes  forth  this  parting  Strain. 

Air. 

Whilft  to  the  diflant  Vale  I  wing, 
Nor  wait  the  flow  Return  of  Spring, 
Rather  in  leaflefs  Groves  to  dwell 
Than  in  my  Chloe's  warmer  Cell, 
Forgive  me,  Miitrefs,  fince  by  thee 
I  firlt  v/as  taught  faucet  Liberty. 

Soon  as  the  welcome  Spring  lhall  chear* 
With  genial  Warmth,  the  drooping  Year, 
I'll  tell,  upon  the  topmoft  Spray, 
Thy  fweeter  Notes  improved  my  Lay, 
And  in  my  Prifon  learn'd  from  thee, 
To  warble  forth  fvjeet  Liberty. 

Wafte  not  on  me  an  ufelefs  Care, 
That  kind  Concern  let  Strepbon  fhare; 
Slight  are  my  Sorrows,  flight  my  Ills, 
To  thofe  which  he,  poor  Captive  1  feels, 
Who,  kept  in  hopelefs  Bonds  by  thee* 
Yet  firives  not  for  his  Liberty. 


The  Song  of  Diana.    Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
Saiftg  at  Covent-Garden  Theatre,  by  Mrs.  Vernon. 
X  ¥  7TTH  Horns  and  with  Hounds  I  waken  the 


And  hie  to  my  Woodland  Walks  away  ; 
I  tuck  up  my  Robe,  and  am  bufkin'd  foon, 
And  tie  to  my  Forehead  a  waxing  Moon  ; 
With  Shouting,  and  Hooting,  we  pierce  thro'  the  Sky, 
And  Echo  turns  Hunter,  and  doubles  the  Cry. 


SONG  LVI. 


Day, 


SONG 
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SONG  LVIL 
Jealousy.    Set  hy  Dr.  Arne. 

JEALOUS  Y,  begone,  and  leave  me ! 
utiJ-i    t0m       Borom>  ah!  remove  : 
While  thou  flayTr,  thou  doll  but  grieve  me: 

tTr??£Ce'  thou  Foe  to  facred  Love ! 
Whilft  by  thee  the  Heart's  dire&ed, 

All  Things  double  Faces  wear; 
Cbloe,  in  thy  Glafs  reflected, 

Seems  as  falfe  as  fhe  is  fair. 
Harmlefs  Looks  and  flight  Expreffions, 

Where  Love's  Eye  no  Meaning  reads. 
To  fome  Rival  are  Confelfions 

Of  a  Heart  that  for  him  bleeds. 
Cruel  Spy!  that  ne'er  difcovers 

What  may  eafe  the  frantic  Mind, 
Hence!  nor  blaft  the  Bli{s  of  Lovers- 

Leave  us  happy,  leave  us  blind. 

SONG  LVIIL 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

JENNY  bright  as  the  Day, 
And  as  buxom  as  May, 
I  happen'd  to  kifs  ; 
When  (he  angry  did  fay, 

m  What's  the  Meaning  of  this? 
why  thefe  Freedoms,  I  pray? 
Dear  Jenny  1  need  no  Apology  ufe; 

sZ'u^T  f°r  m£  C/lmes  are  fufHc*nt  Excufe: 
CrXF  VGet  ?  thPfe'  were  for  Effing  decreed- 
Cry  d  fhe,  Very  fine  !  very  pretty  indeed 

fSff  this  Strain  then  IgL  Znd^t,  V 

Tmlil^  andPrefsdhe^  Elmore  to  obtain,  1 
Till  ^epfprung  from  my  Arm,  and  flew  over  the  \ 

Like 
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Like  Daphne,  me  ft  rove  my  Embrace  to  elude; 
Like  Phabus,  1  quicken'd  my  Pace  and  purfuM. 
What  follow'd,  ye  Lovers,  muft  never  be  faid  ; 
But,  'twas  all  very  fine,  very  pretty  indeed. 

SONG  LIX. 

The  Non-Pareille.    Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

THE  Nymph  that  I  lov'd  was  as  chearful  as 
Day, 

And  as  fweet  as  the  bloflbming  Hawthorn  in  May ; 
Her  Temper  was  fmooth  as  the  Down  on  the  Dove; 
And  her  Face  was  as  fair  as  the  Mother's  of  Love : 
Tho'  mild  as  the  pleafanteft  Zephyr  that  fheds 
And  receives  gentle  Odours  from  flow'ry  Beds; 
Yet  warm  in  Affe&ion  as  Phoebus  at  Noon, 
And  as  chafte  as  the  Silver-white  Beams  of  the  Moon. 

Her  Mind  was  unfully'd  as  new-falFn  Snow, 
And  as  lively  as  Tints  from  young  Iris  his  Bow ; 
As  clear  as  the  Stream,  and  as  deep  as  the  Flood; 
She,  tho'  witty,  was  wife,  and  tho'  beautiful,  good: 
The  Sweets  that  each  Virtue,  or  Grace,  had  m  Store, 
She  culPd  as  the  Bee  does  the  Bloom  of  each  Flow'r, 
Which,  treafur'd  for  me,  O!  how  happy  was  I  I 
For  tho'  her's  to  colleel:,  it  was  mine  to  enjoy  I 

SONG  LX. 
In  the  Serenata  ^Solomon.    Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Vincent,  at  Vauxhall. 

BALMY  Sweetnefs  ever  flowing, 
From  her  dropping  Lip  diflils  ; 
Flowers  on  her  Cheeks  are  blowing; 
And  her  Voice  with  Mufic  thrills : 

Zephyrs 
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Zyphyrs  o'er  the  Spices  dying, 

m  Wafting  Sweets  from  ev'ry  Tree, 
Sick'ning  Senfe  with  Odours  cloying, 
Breathe  not  half  fo  fweet  as  ihe. 

SONG  LXI. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  the  Opera  of  Eliza. 

WH  O'd  know  the  Sweets  of  Liberty? 
5Tis  to  climb  the  Mountain's  Brow; 
1  hence  to  difcern  rough  Induftry 

At  the  Harrow  or  the  Plow  : 
>Tis  where  my  Sons  their  Crops  have  fown, 

Calling  the  Harvelt.  all  their  own. 
'Tis  where  the  Heart  to  Truth  ally'd, 
Never  felt  unmanly  Fear ; 

iK  i?erfi  the  E>'e>  with  milder  pnde, 
Nobly  fheds  fweet  Pity's  Tear, 
Such  as  Britannia  yet  ihall  fee  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Sweets  of  Liberty. 

SONG  LXII. 
The  Lucky  Fall.    Set  hy  Dr.  Arne. 

A Band  of  Cupids  t'other  Day 
;    Were  in  a  Myrtle  Grove, 
Till  tir'd  of  ev'ry  Boyilh  Play, 
They  made  a  Match  to  rove; 

"  Hni  W,he5e  ?"  cfy'd  one  (the  Ccck  of  all) 
Let's  fix  upon  a  Place  : 

4t  ttzngPaphos,  and  Olympus  Hall  ; 

"  I  vote  for  Chloe's  Face." 
No  fooner  faid,  than  off  they  flew ; 

And  gathering  round  the  Fair, 
As  Swarms  of  Bees  on  Flowers  do, 

They  fettled  here  and  there ; 

Some 
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Some  on  her  Lips,  her  Nofe,  and  Chin  ; 

A  Score  on  either  Cheek, 
While  Fifty  to  her  Eyes  went  in 

To  play  at  Hide  and  Seek. 

But  Gravity  itfelf  muft  fmile, 

The  Wranglers  to  have  heard, 
For  Place  difputing  all  the  while, 

Tho*  each  his  own  preferr'd  : 
Till  chancing  from  her  Lips  to  Aide, 

One  fell  on  C&Ioe's  Breaft, 
And  creeping  down,  in  Triumph  cry'd, 

"  Who's  Station's  now  the  beft  r* 

SONG  LXIII. 
Peggy,  or  /^Fickle  Fair.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

YE  Shepherds,  who,  bleft  in  your  Loves, 
Live  Strangers  to  Sorrow  and  Fear, 
O  !  pity  a  Brother  that  proves 

The  Heart-breaking  Pangs  of  Defpair. 
What  boots  it  my  Heifers  and  Ewes 
All  thriving  and  pregnant  I  find  ? 
Poor  Bleffings,  poor  Comforts,  are  thefe, 

Since  Peggy  is  falfe  and  unkind ! 
Bear  witnefs,  each  Fountain  and  Vale, 

Bear  witnefs,  each  Garden  and  Grove, 
How  oft*  fhe  has  heard  my  fond  Tale, 

And  fmil'd  cn  the  Suit  of  my  Love. 
But,  oh  I  cruel  Change  that  I  find, 
The  Gentle  is  now  grown  fevere, 
More  cold  than  the  North's  chilling  Wind, 
That  blafts  the  young  Buds  of  the  Year, 
Range  wildly,  my  Flocks  and  my  Herds ; 

Begone  from  your  Matter,  poor  T ray  : 
My  Pipe  mall  no  more  wake  the  Birds ; 
I'll  break  it,  and  fling  it  away. 

1  Some 
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Some  ©efert,  all  barren  and  bleak, 
Shall  ihield  me  from  every  Eye  : 

There,  Peggy,  I'll  weep  for  thy  fake  ; 
I'll  weep,  cruel  Maid,  and  I'll  die. 

SONG  LX1V. 
^Comparison.    Set  hy  Dr.  Arne, 

PARTING  to  Death  we  will  compare; 
For  fure,  to  thofe  who  love  fincere, 
So  dreadful  is  the  Pain, 
Such  Doubts,  fuch  Horrors,  rend  the  Mind: 
But,  Oh!  when  adverfe  Fate  grows  kind, 
How. Twee t  to  meet  again! 

To >  thofe  tryV  ;  iearts,  and  thofe  alone, 
Who  have  twangs  of  Abfence  known, 
Tfif  blifsful  Change  is  giv'n; 

And  who  Oh  !  who,  wou'd  not  endure 

The  Pangs  of  Death,  if  they  were  fure 
>  To  reap  the  Joys  of  Heav'n? 

SONG  LXV. 
An  Ode  to  Love.    Set  %  Dr.  Arne. 

PARENT  Divine  of  Heav'nly  Love, 
Propitious  to  thy  Vot'ry  prove; 
Thy  facred  Influence  impart, 
And  teach  me  to  difclofe  my  Heart, 

That  its  fond  Languiihings  difplay'd, 
May  gently  move  the  pitying  Maid, 
And  Mufic's  Love-taught  Pow'rs  reveal 
What  Fear  forbids  my  Tongue  to  tell. 


C  so  ] 

O!  let  that  pure,  that  living  Fire, 
Which  warms  my  Soul  with  foft  Deiire, 
In  artlefs  genuine  Truth  expreft, 
Raife  equal  Ardours  in  her  Breaft; 
Creep  foftly  thro'  each  tender  Part, 
And  melt  to  Sympathy  her  Heart: 
So  mail  the  grateful  Mufe  repay 
Thy  Pow'r,  which  firft  attun'd  her  Lay. 

SONG  LXVI. 
•  The  Lover's  Petition.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne 
T7AIRER  than  the  op'ning  Lilies, 
J}      Sweeter  than  the  Morning  Rofe, 
Are  the  blooming  Charms  of  Pbillis ; 

Richer  Sweets  does  me  difclofe. 
Long  fecure  from  Cupid's  Pow'r, 

Soft  Repofe  had  lull'd  my  Breaft, 
Till,  in  one  Ihort  fatal  Hour, 

She  depriv'd  my  Soul  of  Reft. 

Cupid,  God  of  pleafmg  Anguifh, 

From  whofe  Shafts  I  bleed  and  burn ! 
Teach,  O !  teach  the  Maid  to  languifh ! 

Strike  fair  Phillis  in  her  Turn. 
From  that  Torment  in  her  Breaft, 

Soon  to  Pity  fne'll  incline, 
And,  to  give  her  Bofom  Reft,  : 

Kindly  heal  the  Wound  in  mine. 

SONG  Lxvir. 

The  Caution.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

PHI  LIRA'S  Charms  poor  Damon  took ; 
How  eager  he  for  billing \ 
When,  lo  !  the  Nymph  the  Swam  forfook, 
To  (hew  her  Pow'r  of  killing ; 


in  either  Eye  ffie  Iheath'd  a  Dart ; 

He  kit  it,  never  doubt  him  : 
Odzooksl  a  Man  were  thro'  the  Heart 

Jire  he  cou'd  look  about  him. 

But  mark  the  End  -with  Scythe  fo  iharp 
A»A  Slf  °  oVhe  Fo,rehead  ftruck  her ;  * 
And  all  her  Charms  began  to  warp— 
„,    The?  fte  was  in  a  Pucker  : 
ihe  then  began  to  rave  and  curfe, 

Yet  ihll  had  Hopes,  ere  bad  grew  worfc. 
Some  comely  Swain  might  get  her. 

Mima,  ev'ry  Lad  Ihe  meets, 

Now  makes  an  am'rous  Trial  • 
But  each  with  Scorn  her  Warmnefs  treats- 

Each  frowns  in  cold  Denial  ' 
•Coquettes,  take  warning;  change  your  Tune - 
Tl,.  ?  ac  u°eful  Cafe  rememberl  7  ' 
The  Bedfe  low  you  flight  in 

You'll  wilh  for  in  December. 

song  ixvnx. 

A  favourite  Song  /«      Oratorio  o/JvmT^ 
&'bDr.Amt.   Su«g     Mif  Brent. 

VAIN  is  Beauty's  gaudy  Flow'r 
Pageant  of  an  idle  Hour; 
1sJnBr0,rVuft     Woom  and  fade: 
Nor  lefs  weak,  lefs  vain  that  it 

ihe  Shadow  Of  a  Shade. 

D*  SONG 


SONG  LXIX. 
In  the  Oraterio     Judith.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 

WAKE,  my  Harp,  to  melting  Meafures, 
Pour  thy  fofteft,  fweeteft  Treafures, 
Such  as  lift  the  Thoughts  on  high  ; 
Till  the  rapt  Soul,  Earth  forfaiting, 
Heaven-ward  its  Flight  is  taking 
On  the  Wings  cf  Harmony. 


Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  the  Mafque  ^Alfred, 


O  V  E's  the  Tyrant  of  the  Heart, 


All  his  Joys  are  mixt  with  Smart ; 

Thorns  beneath  his  Rofes  grow  : 
And  Serpent-like  he  (lings  the  Breaft, 
Where  he  is  harbour'd  and  carefs'd. 

SONG  LXXI. 

C H  L  O  E's  Smiles  can  never  pleafe  mf  5 
Smiles  of  Folly  I  difdain  : 
Gbhe's  Frowns  will  never  tease. me  5 
Frowns  of  Folly  give  no  Pain. 

Yet  if  me  would  give  me  Pleafure, 
She  muft  give  her  Follies  o'er  : 

Wifdom  is  the  only  Treafure 
I  can  wifh,  or  dare  adore. 

Let  her  try  with  Worth  to  pleafe  me ; 

Worth  I  never  could  difdain  ; 
Wifdom's  Frowns  would  ever  teaze  me, 

And  her  Anger  caufe  me  Pain, 


SONG  LXX. 


Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 


Full  of  Mifchief,  full  of  Woe  ; 
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SONG  LXXII. 

T H  (V  Di'monds  fhine  brighter  than  Philips 
Eyes,. 

Tho'  her  Cheeks  are  out-blufh'd  by  the  Rofe  ; 
Tho'  no  Flow'rets  around  her  fweet  Steps  deign  to 
rife, 

And  her  Skin  is  not  whiter  than  Snows; 
Tho'  her  Voice  is  not  fweeter  than  Philomel1*  Lays. 
Nor  her  Lips  with  Ambrofia  diftil; 

Tho'  the  Mufes  have  never  grown  proud  in  her  Praife, 

Nor  Apollo  hath  envy'd  her  Quill ; 
Yet  her  Charms  are  as  great  as  a  Woman  can  boatf, 

And  her  Virtues  are  equalPd  by  few : 
She's  too  good  for  a  Belle,  ihe's  too  wife  for  a  Toaft : 

Audi  love  her  aye,  that's  what  I  do. 


SONG  LXXIIL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Andrews,  at  Sadlers-Wells. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

Recitative. 

TO  yonder  Beech's  friendly  Shade, 
Repair,  my  Aura,  lovely  Maid; 
And  while  our  Lambkins  Frolic  make, 
Thy  Shepherd's  Treafure  fouling  take. 
Air. 

Were  to  my  Wifli  thy  Temples  bound, 
How  Indicts  Gems  mould  blaze  around ' 
Yet  Wifhes  are  but  idle  Breath; 
Accept,  in  lieu,  a  Rofy  Wreath : 
Had  I  prond  Perfia  at  my  Beck, 
What  gaudy  Robes  my  Fair  mould  deck  J 
But  as  it  is,  vouchfafe  to  wear 
What  once  enwrapt  my  fleecy  Care. 

D  3  Of 
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Of  burnifh'd  Gold,  or  Silver  fair, 
Thofe  Feet  of  thine  fhould  Sandals  bear:: 
But,  all  T  have  to  offer  new,. 
The  Hide  of  Dap,  thy  fav'rite  Gow. 
Said  Aura— Sandals,  Robes  and  Crowns, 
Are  flender  Proofs  'gainft  Fortune's  Frowns 
We've  Health  and  Eafe — Is  Heaven  fcant? 
Here  take  my  Hand— we've  all  we  want... 

S  O  N  G  LXXIV. 
B  a  c  c  U  v  s  and  A  R  t  a  d  n  e  ,    A  Cantatxt* 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 
Recitative. 

THE  hithlds  Thefeus  fcarce  had  got  on  board,.. 
When  Ariadne  wak'd,  and  mifs'd  her  Lord : 
Sudden  (he  rofe,  and  to  the  Beach  me  flew, 
And  faw  his  Veffel  lefs'ning  to  her  View:  (  1 

She  fmote  her  Breaft;  (he  rav'd,  and  tore  her  Hair** 
Then,  in  foft  Plaints,  fhe  vented  her  Defpair, 

Air. 

Ah  !  Tbefeus,  Tbefeus,  itay ! 

Ceafe,  ceafe,  ye  Winds,  to  blow! 
Kind  Neptune,  ceafe  to  flow, 
Nor  waft  my  Love  away ! 
Ah!  whither  wilt  thou  go? 
Could  1  have  ferv'd  thee  fo  ?  '" 
Ah!  Thefeus,  faithlefs  Thefeus,  tell  me  why 
You  fly  from  her  who  gave  thee  Pow'r  to  fly  ? 

Recitative. 
The  jolly  God  who  rules  the  jovial  Bowl, 
Bacchus,  whofe  Gifts  re-animate  the  Soul,. 
Heard  and  beheld  poor  Ariadne's  Grief, 
And,  gently,  thus  adminiftei'd  Relief. 


[  55  3 
Air. 

Ceafe,  lovely  Nymph,  to  weep,1  .  ,  , 

Wipe  off  that  falling  Tear ; 
Though  Thefeus  plough  the  Deep, 

You've  iiiil  a  Lover  here : 
I^am  Bacchus,  God  of  Wine, 

God  of  Revelry  and  Joy; 
If  Ariadne  will  be  mine, 

Mirth  fhall  ev'ry  Hour  employ* 
Gome,  S  Hemes,  fill  a  Cup 

Of  my  choiceft  cordial  Draught ; 
Fill  it,  Man,  why  fill  it  up; 

'Twill  baniih  ev'ry  gloomy  Thought: 
Fill  it  higher,  to  the  Brink : 

Come,  my  lovely  Mourner,  drink  ! 

Recitative. 
With  foft  Reluctance  Ihe  at  laft  comply'd, 
And  to  her  Lips  the  ne&ar'd  Cup  apply'd: 
The  potent  Draught,  with  more  than  Magic  Art, 
Flew  thro5  her  Veins,  and  feiz'd  her  yielding  Heart: 
In  Wine  ambrofial  all  her  Cares  were  drown'd, 
And  with  Snccefs  the  jovial  God  was  crown 'd  : 
While  old  Silenus,  as  he  reeFd  along, 
Thus  entertain'd  them  with  his  frolic  Song. 
Air. 

Learn  hence,  ye  fond  Maidens,  who  droop  and  wh» 
pine, 

Learn  hence,  ye  fond  Lovers,  the  Virtue  of  Wine : 
Let  the  Nymph,  who's  forfaken  for  one  that's  more 
fair, 

Take  acomfortingGlafs, and  'twill  drown  all  Defpair  ; 
And  let  the  fond  Youth  who  wou'd  win  the  coy  Maid, 
Inftead  of  his  Cupid's,  feek  Bacchush  Aid. 
Jolly  Bacchus  ne'er  fails  of  performing  his  Part: 
Let  him  gain  the  Head,  and  you'll  foon  gain  the  Heart. 

E  4  SONG 
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SONG  LXXV. 
Cantata.    Set  by  Mr.  Ofwald. 
Rrcitative. 
/^N.fam'd  Arcadia's  flow'ry  Plains 
X^S  The  gay  Pajlora  once  was  heard  to  fing; 

Clofe  by  a  Fountain's  cryftal  Spring, 
She  warbled  out  her  merry  Strains. 

Air. 

Shepherds,  wou'd  ye  hope  to  pleafe  us, 

You  mull:  ev'ry  Humour  try, 
Sometimes  Hatter,  fometimes  teaze  us, 
Often  laugh,  and  fometimes  die : 
Soft  Denials 
Are  but  Trials, 
You  muft  follow  when  we  fly; 
Shepherds,  would  ye  hope  to  pleafe  us, 
You  mull  ev'ry  Humour  try. 

Recitative. 
Damon,  who  long  ador'd  this  fprightly  Maid, 

Yet  never  durlt  his  Love  relate, 
/   Refolv'd  at'laft  to  try  his  Fate: 
He  figh'd,  he  fmil'd,  he  kneel'd  and  pray'd  — 
She  frown'd  — he  rofe,  and  walk'd  away; 
But  foon  returning,  look'd  more  gay, 
And  fung,  and  danc'd,  and  on  his  Pipe  a  chearfal 
Air  he  play'd. 

Air. 

Pa/Iorajied  t'a  lhady  Grove; 
Damon  view'd  her, 
And  purfu'd  her; 
Cupid  laugh'd,  and  crown'd  his  Love : 
The  Nymph  look'd  back — well  pleas'd  to  fee 
That  Damon  ran  as  faft  as  Hie. 


SONG 
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SONG  LXXVI. 
Duetto,  in  the  Oratorio  of  Joseph. 

WHAT'S  Tweeter  than  the  new-blown  Rofe, 
Or  Breezes  from  the  new-mown  Clofe  ! 
What  s  fweeter  than  an  April  Mora, 
Or  May-day's  Silver  fragrant  Thorn  ? 
What  than  Arabia's  fpicy  Grove  > 
Oh!  fweeter  far  the  Breath  of  Love. 

SONG  LXXVII. 

Cantata.    Tranjlated  from  the  French  ly  the  late 
Lord  Lanfdown. 

Set  ly  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

F^°n  free'  for  pleafure  born, 

Dull,  felf-denymg  Fools  I  fcorn: 
The  profFer'd  Blifs  I  ne'er  refufe, 
'Tis  often  troublefome  to  chufe' 
Loy'ffi  thou,  my  Friend?  I  love' at  Sight: 
Dnnk'ft  thou?  this  Bumper  does  the! Right: 
At  random  with  the  Stream  I  flow 
And  play  my  Part,  where'er  I  gp.' 

But  God  of  Sleep,  fJnce  we  mull  be 
pbbg'd  to  give  fome  Hours  to  thee- 
Invade  me  not,  while  the  full  Bowl ' 
Glows  ln  my  Cheeks,  and  warms  my  Soul ! 
Tin thatTtl'eonlyTimetofnore, 
When  I  can  laugh,  and  drink  no  more- 
Short  very  ftort,  be  then  thy  Reign/ 
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But,  Oh!  if  melting  in  my  Arms, 
The  Nymph  belov'd,  with  all  her  Charms, 
In  fome  foft  Dream  mould  then  furprife, 
And  grant  what  waking  ihe  denies ; 
Gentle  Slumber,  prithee  flay ! 
Slowly,  flowly,  bring  the  Day ! 
May  no  rude  Noife  my  Blifs  deftroyt 
Such  fweet  Delufion's  real  Joy. 

SONG  LXXVIir. 
Cantata —27*  Morning.    Set  by  Dr.  Ame» 

THE  glitt'ring  Sun  begins  to  rife 
On  yonder  Hill,  and  paints  the  Skies } 
The  Lark  his  warbling  Mattin  Tings; 
Each  Fiow'r  in  all  its  Beauty  fprings  5 
The  Village  up,  the  Shepherd  tries 
His  Pipe,  and  to  the  Woodland  hits. 

Oh !  that  on  th'  enamell'd  Green 
My  Delia,  lovely  Maid,  were  feeny 
Frelher  than  the  Rofes  Bloom, 
Sweeter  than  the  Meads  Perfume. 

Go,  gentle  Gales,  and  bear  my  Sighs  awayy 

To  Delia's  Ear  the  tender  Notes  convey: 

As  fome  lone  Turtle  his  loft  Love  deplores, 

And  with  mrill  Echoes  fills  the  founding  Shores* 

So  I,  like  him  abandoned  and  forlorn, 

With  ceafelefs  Plaints  my  abfent  Delia  mourn. 

Go,  gentle  Gales,  and  bear  my  Sighs  along: 
The  Birds  mall  ceafe  to  tune  their  Ev'ning  Song, 
The  Winds  to  blow,  the  waving  Woods  to  move, 
And  Streams  to  murmur,  ere  I  ceafe  to  love : 
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Not  bubbling  Fountains  to  the  the  thirfty  Swain^ 
Nor  balmy  Sleep  to  Lab'rers  {pent  with  Pain, 
Nor  Show'rs  to  Larks,  nor  Sunlhine  to  the  Bee,  . 
Are  half  fo  pleafing  as  thy  Sight  to  me. 


SONG  LXXIX. 
Worldly  Happinefs  in  fpite  of  Philofophy* 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

TO  curb  the  Will,  with  vain  Pretence 
Philofophy  her  Force  employs, 
And  tells  us,  in  defpite  of  Senfe, 

That  Life  affords  no  real  joys : 
Such  idle  Whims  my  Heart  abjures ; 

Envy  me  not,  immortal  Jo<ve3 
If  I  prefer  my  Biifs  to  your's, 

Clafp'd  in  the  Arms  of  her  I  love. 

Since  you  have  giv'n  Deiires  to  Men, 

Deny  us  not  Enjoyment  free  : 
Muft  I  be  happy  only  then, 

When  I,  alas !  fhall  ceafe  to  be  ? 
Such  idle  Whims  my  Heart  abjures  $  5 

Envy  me  not,  immortal  Jove, 
If  I  prefer  my  Blifs  to  your's, 

ClaJp'd  in  the  Arms  of  her  I  love,  - 


S  O  N  G  LXXX. 
Cantata.   Lydia  fr&m  Sapho.  Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 
Recitative,  accompany*  d. 

BENE  A  TH  this  fad  and  fiknt  Gloom 
I  wafte  in  Sighs  my  youthful  Bloom  5 
But  not  the  Shades  that  banilh  Day, 
l>rive  Lytia's  brighter  Form  away v 
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Her  eafy  Shape,  her  lovely  Mien, 
TV  attractive  Smile  of  Beauty's  Queen, 
Her  fparkling  Eyes,  her  flowing  Hair, 
A  Wit  To  {mart,  fo  foft  an  Air, 
The  fpightful  Gods  contriv'd  for  Ruin, 
And  deck'd  her  thus  for  my  Undoing. 

Air. 

Lovely  Maid,  all  Charms  adorning, 

Born  to  give  fupreme  Delight, 
Fairer  than  the  rofy  Morning, 

Or  the  Silver  Queen  of  Night, 
Why  ungrateful  doll:  thou  leave  me 
Stay,  thou  cruel  Fair  one !  Hay : 
Death  attends,  if  thou  deceive  me— 
Lydta,  why  fo  far  away  ? 

Recitative,  accompany*  d. 
f  dream,  or  her  unequall'd  Charms 
Are  folded  in  my  Rival's  Arms  : 
See !  fhe  clafps  the  happy  Boy. 
Anguifli  wafte, 
Light'ning  blaft, 
Tortures  rend  him, 
Death  attend  him, 
Ere  he  tafte  the  rifing  Joy  I 

Recitative. 
No-*-let  him  triumph,  let  him  prize 
The  faithlefs  Wretch  whom  I  defpife. 

Air. 

Wander,  Lydia—io  will  I, 
And  to  nobler  Conquefts  fly  : 

Roving,  ranging, 

Ever  changing, 

Gay  and  airy, 

Born  to  vary, 
Soon  the  treach'rous  Fair  fhall  fee 
I  can  be  falfe  as  well  as  fhe. 


SONG  LXXXL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beards  in  the  Mafque  of  Alfred% 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

GENIUS  of  Britannia's  Ifle! 
Hope  infpiring, 
Ardour  firing, 
Gracious  deign  one  Heav'nly  Smile; 
Help  this  Ifland  to  defend; 
O  protect  me, 
O  direct  me, 
T©  attain  the  glorious  End  J 

SONG  LXXXII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

WHEN  Trees  did  bud,  and  Fields  were  green* 
And  Flow'rs  were  fair  to  fee; 
When  Mary  was  complete  Fifteen, 

And  Love  laugh 'd  in  her  Eye; 
Blithe  Jockeys  Looks  her  Heart  did  move 

To  fpeak  her  Mind  thus  free : 
"  Gang  down  the  .Burn,  my  gentle  Love* 
"  And  foon  I'll  follow  thee." 

Now  Jockey  did  each  Lad  furpafs 

That  dwelt  on  this  Burn-fide; 
And  Mary  was  a  bonny  Lafs, 

Juft  meet  to  be  a  Bride: 
Her  Cheeks  were  rofy  red  and  white* 

Her  Eyes  were  azure  blue, 
Her  Looks  were  like  Aurora  bright, 

Her  Lips  like  dropping  Dew. 

What 
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What  pafs'd,  I  guefs,  was  harmlefs  Play, 

And  nothing,  fure,  unmeet ! 
For,  ganging  home,  I  heard  them  fay 

They  lik'd  a  Walk  fo  fweet : 
His  Cheek  to  her's  he  fondly  laid; 

She  cry'd,  "  Sweet  Love,  be  true  ; 
*  And  when  a  Wife,  as  now  a  Maid, 

«  To  Death  Til  follow  you." 

SON  G  LXXXIII. 

Sung  by  Signora  Frafi,  in  the  Englifh  Opera  c/Elua* 
£y  Arne. 

HAPPY  Day !  for  ever  dear, 
Brightefl  of  the  circling  Year ; 
Smiles  like  thine  can  Freedom  charm, 
Glory  crown*  and  Virtue  warm. 
Peace  comes  fmiling  up  to  thee  ; 
Pleas'd,  comes  onward  Liberty  ; 
Plenty  too  brings  up  the  Band, . 
Dancing  o'er  this  happy  Land. 

SONG  LXXXIV. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

ATTEND,  all  ye  Fair,  and  I'll  tell  you  the  Aft 
To  bind  ev'ry  Fancy  with  Eafe  in  your  Chains, 
To  hold  in  foft  Fetters  the  conjugal  Hearty 

And  banifh  from  Hymen  his  Doubts  and  his  Pain*. 

Good-humour  will  light  up  a  magical  Fire ;  ^ 
It  fweetens  the  Voice  and  impaffions  the  Kifs  : 

The  Mouth  Aveetly  fmiling  awakens  Defire, 
And  Beauty  difplays  each  Incentive  to  Blifs. 
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Ye  Fair,  take  the  Hint  which  I  freely  impart  3 
Neglecting  to  pleafe,  other  Efforts  are  vain  : 

Exert  but  Good-Humour,  you'll  conquer  the  Heart; 
And  Love,  with  the  Graces,  will  dance  in  your 
Train. 

SONG  LXXXV. 
Cjelia,  ^Cantata.    Set  by  Sig.  Pafqualli. 
Recitative,  accompanied. 

OH!  'tis  Elizium  all  — In  Beauty  dreft, 
To  Fancy's  Eye  my  Calia  flood  confeft  : 
Her  Glance  fpake  Exftacy  : — "  No  more,"  fhe  cries,' 
• 6  No  more  my  Love  fhall  weep  and  wafte  in  Sighs- 
"  Be  chearful,  Tkyrjis,  and  again  adorn 
"  With  lovely  Mirth  thy  Soul  for  my  Return ; 
"  And  then  embrace  me." — Oh!   'twas  Heav'n  to 
hear ! 

Starting  I  wake,  but  find  no  Caiia  near* 
Air. 

To  my  Lips  than  Neclar  fweeter,- 

Wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  Eyes, 
Only  thee  I  view,  dear  Creature 

Ev'ry  other  Obje&  dies. 
Still  thy  charming  Form  is  playing,, 

Whether  foft  reclin'd  by  Streams, 
Or  thro'  fhining  Crouds  I'm  ilraying^ 

When  di/Tolv'd  in  pleafing  Dreams. 

SONG  LXXXVI. 
The  Words  made  to  a  favourite  Scotch  Airy  in 
Overture  of  Thomas  and  Sally. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mifs  Brent. 
^TP*  O  eafe  his  Heart,  and  own  his  Flame, 

J[    Blithe  Jocky  to  young  Jenny  came  ; 
But,  tho'  fhe  lik'd  him  palling  weel, 
She  careiefs  turn'dher  Spinning- Wheel. 


f  %] 

Her  Milk-white  Hand  he  did  extol, 
And  prais'd  her  Fingers  long  and  fmall 
Unufual  Joy  her  Heart  did  feel ; 
But  ftill  fhe  turn'd  her  Spinning- Wheel.. 
Then  round  about  her  /lender  Waift 
He  clafp'd  his  Arms,  and  her  embrac'd  ; 
To  kifs  her  Hand  he  down  did  kneel : 
But  yet  fhe  turn'd  her  Spinning- Wheel. 
With  gentle  Voice  fhe  bid  him  rife  ; 
He  blefs'd  her  Neck,  her  Lips,  and  Eyes  • 
Her  Fondnefs  fhe  could  fcarce  conceal ; 
Yet  ftill  fhe  turn'd  her  Spinning- Wheel. 
Till,  bolder  grown,  fo  clofe  he  prefs'd, 
His  wanton  Thought  fhe  quickly  guefs'd  ; 
Then  pufh'd  him  from  her  Rock  and  Reef, 
And  angry  turn'd  her  Spinning.  Wheel, 
At  laft,  when  fne  began  to  chide, 
He  fwore  he  meant  her  for  his  Bride  : 
'Twas  then  her  Love  fhe  did  reveal, 
And  flung  away  her  Spinning- Wheel. 

SONG  LXXXVIL 
Cantata.    Set  by  Afr. 'Stanley. 
Recitative, 

MA  RCUS  the  young,  the  noble,  and  the  brave, 
To  Camps  mur'd  and  Deeds  of  Arms, 
Struck  with  the  Force  of  Beauty's  Charms, 
Now  falls  the  fair  Luanda's  Slave. 
No  more  he  feeks  the  hoftile  Plain, 
But  to  the  folitary  Grove 
(The  foft  Retreat  of  Peace  and  Lova) 
In  gentle  Murmurs  breathes  his  Pain  ; 
And  thus,  with  fuppliant  Voice  and  broken  Sighs,. 
The  Hero  fu'd  the  Beauty  of  the  Skies. 

Air. 


Air. 

Teach  a  young  unfkilful  Lover 

Thofe  foft  Arts  that  charm  the  Fairf 

Teach  me,  Venus>  how  to  move  her, 
How  my  raging  Pain  declare. 

Re  CI  TAT  IV  E. 

The  Goddefs  liften'd  to  his  Prayer, 
She  faw  him  languifti  and  defpair  ; 

Then  downward  thro5  the  lucid  Skies, 
She  bad  her  Iv'ry  Chariot  roll, 

And,  whilft  foft  Pity  fill'd  her  Eyes* 
Thus  footh'd  the  Anguifli  of  his  Soul. 

Air. 

Be  pleafant,  be  airy,  and  conftantly  praife 

The  Force  of  her  Wit,  and  the  Charms  of  her  Faca, 

Commend  e'ery  Feature,  each  Beauty  difplay, 

With  Pleafure  lhe'11  Men  to  all  you  can  fay  : 

Let  her  Humour  and  Tafte  be  the  Road  you  purfue. 

And  the  Love  of  herfelf  will  infure  her  to  you. 

SONG  LXXXVIIX. 
Cantata.    By  Mr.  Stanley. 
Air. 

X X7HILE  others  barter  Eafe  for  State,. 
V  V    And  fondly  aim  at  growing  great, 
Let  me,  (with  rofy  Chaplets  crownM,) 
Stretch'd  on  the  Flow'r-enamell'd  Ground, 
The  Grape's  neclareous  juices  quaff, 
Alternate  fing,  and  love,  and  laugh. 
Already  fee  the  purple  Juice 
Refplendent  o'er  my  Cheek  diifufe 

Afecond  Youth!  Again,  the  Bowl 

With  warm  Defi res  inflames  my  Soul* 

Recita- 
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Recitative. 
Qgickly,  ah  quickly!  mull  I  leave 
The  Joys  which  Wine  and  Beauty  give  3 
Soon  mull  I  quit  my  wonted  Mirth, 
And  mingle  with  my  Parent  Earth, 
Where  Kings,  divefted  of  their  State, 
With  Slaves  fuftain  a  common  Fai;e. 

Air. 

JLet  then  the  prefent  Hour  be  mine, 
Bleft  in  the  Joys  of  Love  and  Wine  : 
Come,  ye  Virgin  Throng,  advance, 
And  mingle  in  the  fprightly  Dance : 
To  the  Lyre's  enchanting  Sound 
Nimbly  tread  the  blithfome  Round  ; 
While  the  genial  Bowl  infpires 
Soft  Delight  and  gay  Defires. 

SONG  LXXXIX. 
Cantata.    Set  hy  Mr.  Stanley, . 

Recitative. 

AS  Delia,  bleft  with  e'ery  Grace, 
Invok'd  Toft  Mufic's  needlefs  Aid> , 
Completely  conquer'd  by  her  Face, 
Thus  . gen  tie  Strepbon  foiling  faid: 

Air. 

V/here  partial  Nature  may  deny 
The  Pow'.r  of  Beauty's  melting  Glance^ 

Let  tedious  Labour  toil  and  try 
To  {well  the  Song,  or  form  the  Dance ; 

But  let  your  Charms  alone  fuffice, 

And  truft  the  Mufic  of  your  Eyes* 

Recita- 


Recitative. 
Damon,  who  chanc'd  to  over-hear, 
Thus  fpoke  as  he  approach'd  more  near  2 
He  flatters  ;  do  not  truft  the  Swain, 
But  liften  to  my  hone&  Strain. 

Air. 

Wonders  are  fold  of  Beauty's  Pow'r, 
Nor  faintly  warms  the  tuneful  Lay; 

Your  Voice  and  Perfon  ev'ry  Hour 
By  Dozens  Heal  our  Hearts  away  : 

Then  how  trifling  is  the  Prize, 

Since  Fops  have  Ears,  and  Fools  have  Eyes  t 

Ah  !  lovely  Nymph,  indeed  to  blefs, 
Seleft  the  worthiest  Swain  you've  won> 

Who,  prizing  Sound  and  Colour  lefs, 
Admires  you  for  your  Senfe  alone  y 

Then  leave  all  little  Arts  behind, 

And  iludy  to  improve  the  Mind. 

SON  g  xc: 

Cantata.    Set  by >  Mr.  Stanley*. 
Recitative. 

THE  God  Vertumnus  lov'd  Pomona  fair, 
A  Nymph  that  made  the  Orchard's  Growth 
her  Care, 

Nor  thought  of  Love — A  Thoufand  Shapes  he  tries. 
But  all  in  vain,  to  pleafe  the  Virgin's  Eyes  : 
At  length  a  Matron's  fober  Form  he  wears, 
Furrow'd  with  Age,  and  crown'd  with  Silver  Hairs  $ 
Enters,  with  tott'ring  Step,  the  filent  Grove, 
And  thus  attempts  to  warm  her  Heart  with  Love  : 

Alfc* 
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Air. 

What  beauteous  Scenes  enchant  my  Sight  F 

How  clofely  yonder  Vine 
Does  round  that  Elm's  fupporting  Height 

Her  wanton  Ringlets  twine  ! 
That  Elm  (no  more  a  barren  Shade) 

Is  with  her  Clufters  crown'd  ; 
And  that  fair  Vine,  without  his.  Md, 

Had  crept  along  the  Ground. 

Let  this,  my  Fair  one,  move  thy  Heart 

Connubial  Joys  to  prove, 
Yet  mark  what  Age  and  Care  impart, 

Nor  thoughtlefs  rufh  on  Love  : 
Know  thy  own  Blifs,  and  joy  to  hear 

Vertumntis  loves  thy  Charms, 
The  youthful  God  that  rules  the  Year, 

And  keeps  thy  Groves  from  Harms. 

While  fome  with  fliort-liv'd  Paffion  glow, 

His  Love  remains  the  famej 
On  him  alone  thy  Heart  bellow, 

And  crown  his  conftant  Flame  : 
So  mall  no  FrorFs  untimely  Pow'r 

Deform  the  blooming  Spring ; 
So  fhallthy  Trees,  from  Blafts  fecure, 

Their  wonted  Tribute  bring. 

Recitative. 
In  vain  he  pleaded;  but  at  length  refum'd 
His  own  bright  Form,  where  YouthCelercialbloom'd ; 
Around  his  Temples  bluflrd  a  rofeate  Wreath, 
His  golden  Locks  luxuriant  wav'd  beneath : 
The  wond'ring  Nymph  this  pleafingChange  furvey'd, 
Till  by  Degrees  her  former.  Scorn  decay'd, 

Her  Heart  diffolv'd  A  foft  unknown  Defire 

She  felt,  and,  lighing,  own'd  a  mutual  Fire. 

Air* 
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Air. 

When  Youth  and  kind  Occafion  prefs, 
And  Love  appears  in  Beauty's  Drefs, 

What  Nymph  but  muft  comply  ? 
But  rigid  Rules,  and  Council  fage, 
The  weak  Efforts  of  wither'd  Age, 

Alas  J  in  vain  we  try. 

SONG  XCI. 
In  Acis  and  Galatea. 

LOVE  founds  th*  Alarm, 
And  Fear  is  a  flying ; 
When  Beauty's  the  Prize, 

What  Mortal  fears  dying  ? 
In  Defence  of  my  Treafure 

IU1  .bleed  at ^ach  Vein  ; 
Without  her  no  Pleafure, 
For  Life  is  a  Pain. 

SONG  XCII. 
Valentine's-Day  :  ^Ballad. 
tX/HEN  Blufhes  dy'd  the  Cheek  of  Morn, 
Jj    *nd,  Dew-drops  gli&en'd  on  the  Thorn  | 
When  Sky-larks  tun'd  their  Carols  fweet, 
To  hail  the'God  of  Light  and  Heat ; 
Philander,  from  his  downy  Bed, 
To  fair  Lifetta's  Chamber  fped, 

Crying— Awake,  fweet  Love  of  mine, 
£'m  come  to  be  thy  Valentine  ! 

Soft  Love,  that  balmy  Sleep  denies, 
fcHad  long  unveil'd  her  brilliant  Eyes, 
Which  (that  a  Kifs  ihe  might  obtain) 
She  artfully  had  dos'd  again : 

m 
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He  funk,  thus  caught  in  Beauty's  Trap, 
Like  Pbcebus  into  Thetis'  Lap, 
And  near  forgot  that  his  Defign 
Was  but  to  be  her  Valentine. 
She,  darting,  cry'd— I  am  undone  ! 
Philander.,  charming  Youth,  be  gone  ! 
For  this  Time,  to  your  Vows  fincere, 
Make  Virtue,  not  your  Love,  appear: 
No  Sleep  has  clos'd  thefe  watchful  Eye* 
(Forgive  the  firnple  fond  Difguife) ; 
To  gen'rous  Thoughts  your  Heart  incline,! 
And  be  my  faithful  Valentine. 

The  brutal  Paflion  fudden  fled, 
Fair  Honour  govern'd  in  its  ftead, 
And  both  agreed,  ere  fetting  Sun, 
To  join  two  virtuous  Hearts  in  one  : 
Their  beauteous  Offspring  foon  did  prove 
The  fweet  Effe&s  of  mutual  Love  ; 
And,  from  that  Hour  to  Life's  Decline, 
She  blefs'd  the  Day  of  Valentine. 

SONG  XCIIL 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

OLove,  thou  bitter  Foe  to  Reft, 
Who  haft,  within  this  harmlefs  Breafl* 
So  home  the  fick'ning  Arrow  fent, 
Relieve  a  poor  unwary  Maid, 
Who,  fondly  gazing,  was  betray'd, 

Nor  knew  what  Self-delufion  meant* 
Since  Cuftom,  cruel  to  the  Fair, 
Forbids  my  Paflion  to  declare ; 

Aflift,  blind  God  of  foft  Defire  : 
To  thy  Omnipotence  I  kneel ; 
Let  him  my  fecret  Anguifh  feel, 
And  burn  for  me  with  e<jual  Fire* 
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Then,  if  the  lovely  Youth"  appear 
■.By  turns  inclin'd  to  Hope  and  Fear, 

And  tenderly  his  Paflion  move, 
;  My  Heart  lh?ll  flutter  to  his  Sighs; 
With  gentle  Looks  I'll  meet  hisEyes, 
And  never,  never  ceafe  to  love. 


«      ,     r,       ,     S  0  N  G  XCIV. 

•  Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by. Mi/,  Cibber,  in  TH& 
.Way  to  keep  him. 

YE  fair  married  Dames,  who  fo  often  deplore, 
That  a  Lover  once  blefs'd  is  a  Lover  no  more  ; 
Attend  to  my  Counfel,  nor  bluih  to  be  taught, 
That  Prudence  muft  cherifh  what  Beauty  has  caught. 

The  B1°™  of  yo«r  Cheek,  and  the  Glance  of  your 

YourRoles  and  Lilies,  may  make  the  Men  flgh  : 
■  Bu.  Rofe  and  Lihes,  and  Sighs  pafs  away,  & 
And  Paffion  will  die,  as  your  Beauties  decay. 

,th*  M?n.that  yo«  wed  like  your  fav'rite  Guittar  $ 
Tho  Mullein  both,  they  are  both  apt  to  jar : 
.How  tuneful  and  foft  from  a  delicate  Touch, 
Not  handled  too  roughly,  nor  play'd  on  too  much ! 
The  Sparrow  and  Linnet  will  feed  from  your  Hand, 
Grow  tame  by  yourKindnefs,  and  come  at  Command; 
•Lxert  with  your  Hufband  the  fame  happy  Skill ; 
•For  Hearts  like  your  Birds,  may  be  tam'd  to  your 
Will.  * 

Be  gay  andgood-humour'd,  complying  and  kind  ; 
1  urn  the  cfiief  of  your  Care  from  your  Face  to  your 
Mind ;  ' 

7  j  rh,ere  ^at.a  Wife  may  her  Conquefts  improve, 
And  ffjmea  fhaH  rivet  the  Fetters  of  Love, 

SO  N  G 


SONG  XCV. 

Set  by  Dr.  Boyce.  Sung  by  Mr.  Champnefs,  in  Har- 
lequin's Invasion. 

COME,  chear  up,  my  Lads,  'tis  to  Glory  we 
fteer. 

To  add  fomething  new  to  this  wonderful  Year: 
To  Honour  we  call  you,  not  prefs  you  like  Slaves ; 
For  who  are  fo  free  as  we  Sons  of  the  Waves  ? 

Chorus. 

Heart  ofOakareourShips,  Heart  of  Oak  are  our  Men ; 

We  always  are  ready, 

Steady,  Boys,  fteady; 
We'll  fight,  and  we'll  conquer,  again  and  again. 

We  ne'er  fee  our  Foes,  but  we  wifh  them  ta  ftay  ; 
They  never  fee  us,  but  they  wifh  us  away : 
If  they  run,  why  we  follow,  and  run  themaftiore; 
For  if  they  won't  fight  us,  we  cannot  do  more. 
Heart  of  Oak,  &c. 

They  fwear  they'll  invade  us,  thefe  terrible  Foes, 
They'll  frighten  our  Women,   and  Children  and 

Beaus ; 

But  Ihould  their  Flat-Bottoms  in  Darknefs  get  o'er, 
Still  Britons  they'll  find  to  receive  them  aihore. 
Heart  of  Oak, 

We'll  ftill  make  them  run,  and  we'll  Hill  make  them 

.  fweat, 

In  fpite  of  the  Devil,  and  Brujfels  Gazette : 
Then  chear  up,  my  Lads,  with  one  Voice  let  us  fing 
Our  Soldiers,  our  Sailors,  our  Sutefmen,  and  King, 
Heart  of  Oak,  fcfc. 

SONG 
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song  xcvr. 

A/^.Anie.i.^Oratorio./ALFRED^GMAT 
TF  thoft :  who  live  in  Shepherd's  Bow'r 
JL     Prefs  not  the  gay  and  ftately  Bed ; ' 
The*ew-mown  Hay  and  breathing  Flow'r 

A  fofter  Couch  beneath  them  fpread. 
If  thofe  who  fit  at  Shepherd's  Board 

Soothe  not  their  Tafte  with  wanton  Art; 
They  take  what  Nature's  Gifts  afford, 

And  take  it  with  a  chearful  Heart. 
If  thofe  who  drain  the  Shepherd's  Bowl 

No  high  and  fparkling  Wines  can  boaft; 
With  wholefome  Cups  they  chear  the  Soul 
And  crown  them  with  the  Village  Toaft. 
If  thofe  who  join  in  Shepherd's  Sport. 

Dancing  on  the  daify'd  Ground, 
Have  not  the  Splendor  of  a  Court; 
Yet  Love  adorns  the  merry  round. 

SONG  XCVII. 

H  E  Shepherd's  plain  Life, 
A    Without  Guilt,  without  Strife 
Can  only  true  Bleffings  impart :  ' 
As  Nature  directs, 
That  Blifs  he  expefls 
From  Health,  and  from  Quiet  of  Heart. 

VainGrandeurandPowV, 
+7^¥f3°y,*  ofanHour, 

%M^o?sh0^stofindi 

Contentment  bellow? 
All  Happinefs  dwells  in  the  Mind, 

£  BchoM  ■ 
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Behold  the  gayRofe, 

How  lovely  it  grows. 
Secure  in  the  Depth  of  the  Vale. 

Yon  Oak,  that  on  high 

Afpires  to  the  Sky, 
Both  Light'ning  and  Tempefts  anafl. 

Duetto. 

Then  let  us  the  Snare 

Of  Ambition  beware, 
That  Source  of  Vexation  and  Smart; 

And  fport  on  the  Glade, 

Or  repofe  in  the  Shade, . 
With  Health  and  with  Quiet  of  Heart. 

SONG  XCVIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  at  Ranelagh .  _ 

AS  Colin  rang'd  early  one  Morning  in  Spring, 
To  hear  thf  Wood's  Chorifters  warble  and  fin&j 
Young  Phcebe  he  faw  fupinely  was  laid, 
And  thus  in  fweet  Melody  fung  the  fair  Maid : 
And  thus,  &c.        ,  , 
Of  all  mv  Experience  how  vaft  the  Amount, 
.g„c7fiftyeen  long  Winters  I  fairly  can  count  ! 
Was  ever  poor  Damfel  fo  fadly  betray*. 
To  live  toPthefe  Years,  and  yet  ftillbea  Maid  ? 

To  live,  &c. 

Ye  Heroes  triumphant  by  Land  and  by  Sea, 
Sworn  Vot'ries  to  Love,  yet  unmindful  of  me , 
Of  Prowefs  approv'd,  of  no  Dangers  afraid, 
Will  you TftanPdPby  like  Daftards,  and  fee  me  a  Maid* 
Will  you, 

Ye  Counfellors  fage,  who,  with  eloquent  Tongue, 
Cando  what  youpleafe,  with  Right  and  with  Wrong,, 
rm  it  be  or  by  Law,  or  by  Equity  feid,  j 
$St a  cornel/ young  Girl  ought  to  die  an  old  Maxd? 
That  a  comely,  &c. 
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Ye  learned  Phyficians,  whofe  excellent  Skill 
Can  fave  or  demolifh,  can  heal  or  can  kill; 
To  a  poor  forlorn  Damfel  contribute  your*Aid, 
Who  is  fick,  very  fick,  of  remaining  a  Maid. 
WflO  is  fick,  fsfc . 

Ye  Fops,  I  invoke  not  to  lift'  to  my  Song, 
Who  anfwer  no  End,  and  to  no  Sex  belong, 
Ye  Echoes  of  Echo,  ye  Shado  ws  of  Shade  f 
for  if  I  had  you,  I  might  ilill  be  a  Maid. 
For  if,  fcfr. 

Young  Colin  was  melted  to  hear  her  complain, 

llTZ ™^\***t>M*  a  kind-hearted  Swain; 
AndFfaSe,  well  pleas'd,  is  no  longer  afraid 
Of  being -negle&ed,  and  dying  a  Maid. 
Of  being  neglefted,  and  dying  a  Maid. 

SONG  XCIX. 

^tfnr^T;  ^^^-^^VauxhaH. 
R  Fo?fVkP'  ash5r/oe^fC^tofing, 
IX  For  Emblems  of  Beauty  I  fearch'd  thio'  tbc 
opring; 

of q„  Z  '  th°  blo°ming,  at  Ev'ning  may  fade 
Of  Sunftme  and  Breezes  I  next  thought  to  write! 
Of  Breezes  fo  calm,  and  of  StmOiine  fo  brigh  t  ' 

Fo  t  c  Wf  my  l?Km  Re^&ance  vShold, 
For  the  Sun  fets  at  Night,  and  Breezes  grow  cold. 

While  tSuf  RiW  Eyen^a^inpale  Blue, 

^th^T'  themP«^  glittering 

Tho'  to  rival  her  Charms  they  can  n-ver  arife 
Ye,  though,  hndStWm 
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Thefe  Beauties  are  tranfient;  but  Celiacs  will  lafl, 
When  Spring,  and  when  Summer,  and  Autumn',  are 
pail ; 

For  S^enfe  and  Good-Humour  no  Seafon  difarms, 
Jind  the  Soul  of  my  Celia  enlivens  her  Charms. 
At  length  on  a  Fruit-Tree  a  Bloflbm  I  found, 
Which  Beauty  difplay'd,  and  flied  Fragrance  around. 
I  th«n  thought  the  Mufes  had  fmil'd  on  my  Pray'r : 
This  Bloflbm,  I  cry'd,  will  refemble  my  Fair; 
Thefe  Colours  fo  gay,  and  united  fo  well, 
This  delicate  Texture,  and  ravifhing  Smell, 
Be  her  Perfon's  dear  Emblem:  But  where  mall  I  find, 
In  Nature,  a  Beauty  that  equals  her  Mind? 
Tkis  Bloflbm,  now  pleafing,  at  Summer's  gay  Call 
Mull  languifh  at  nrft,  and  muft  afterwards  fall; 
But  behind  it  the  Fruit,  its  Succeflbr,  fhall  rife, 
By  Nature  difrob'd  of  its  beauteous  Difguife : 
So  Celia,  when  Youth,  that  gay  Bloflbm,  is  o'er, 
By  her  Virtues  improv'd,  fhall  engage  me  the  more, 
Shall  recall  ev'ry  Beauty,  that  brighten'd  her  Prime, 
When  her  Merit  is  ripen'd  by  Love,  and  by  Time. 

SONG  C. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mrs.  Scot,  in  the  Desert 
Island. 

HAT  tho'  his  Guilt  my  Heart  hath  torn, 
Yet  lovely  is  his  Mien  ; 
His  Eyes,  mild  op'ning  as  the  Morn, 

Around  each  Grace  is  feen. 
But,  oh  !  ye  Nymphs,  your  Loves  ne'er  let  him  win, 
For,  oh!  Deceit  and  Falfhood  dwell  within. 

From  his  red  Lip  his  Accents  ftole, 

More  foft  than  vernal  Snows ; 
They  melting  came,  and  in  the  Soul 

Defire  and  Joy  arofe ; 


But,  oh !  yc  Nymphs,  ne'er  liiten  to  his  Art, 
For,  oh!  bafe  Falfhood  rankles  in  his  Heart. 
He  left  me  in  this  lonely  State, 

He  Hcd  and  left  me  here, 
Another  Ariadne's  Fate, 

To  mourn  the  live-long  Year. 
He  fled ;  but,  oh  !  what  Pains  the  Heart  muft  prove, 
Reviling  thus  the  Crimes  of  him  we  love  ! 

SONG  CI. 
The  Heroic  Fair. 

AWAY  with' foft  Sighs!  for  our  Danger  alarms  S 
Our  Country  folicits  our  Smiles  to  its  Aid ; ' 
Let  our  Beauty  infpirit  its  Vot'ries  to  Arms, 

And  Heroes  alone  win  the  Heart  of  the  Maid. 
Laft  Month  my  dear  Colin,  with  Tear  Swimming  Eyes* 
Treis  d  my  Hand,  while  he  look'da  whole  Volume 
of  Woe ; 

Ev'n  then  (for  my  Heart  never  wore  a  Difpuife) 

Jf  you  love  me,  faid  I,  go  and  conquer  the  Foe. 
Gc i  and  rufli  to  the  Fight,  go  and  conquer' the  Foe; 

Securing  your  Country's,  fecure  your  own  Blifs; 
Love  mall  nerve  your  bold  Arm,  Love  fhall  profper 
each  Blow,  r  r 

And  the  Ruin  of  France  fhall  fecure  you  a  Kifs. 
Go  then!  He  obey'd,  refolv'd  not  to  Hay, 
i  rBuut,?r1e.fs,lmy  LiPs  ^  howelfe  could  we  part? 
I  figh  d  him  Succefs,  as  the  Youth  went  away; 

For  his  Worth  had  fecur'd  ev'ry  Willi  of  my  Heart. 
If  J>y  «jy  Example  my  Sex  was  infpir'd, 

No  Nation  would  dare  to  provoke  Britifb  Ra^e; 
Our  Swains  with  true  Courage  would  always  be  £r'd, 
Ana  our  Smiles  create  Heroes  in  every  Age. 

E  3  SONG 
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SONG  CII. 
Set  fy  Mr*  Worgan. 
$u»g  Ij  Mr.  Lowe,  /*  The  Way  to  Keif  Bitot* 

YE  Fair,  who  fhine  thro*  Britain's  Iflc> 
And  triumph  o'er  the  Heart ; 
for  once  attentive  be  a  while 

To  what  I  now  impart*  J 
Would  you  obtain  the  Youth  you  love, 
The  Precepts  of  a  Friend  approve, 
And  learn  the  Way  to  keep  him. 

As  foon  as  Nature  has  decreed 

The  Bloom  of  eighteen  Years, 
And  Ifahel  from  School  is  freed, 

Thin  Beauty's  Force  appears? 
The  youthful  Blood  begins  to  flow, 
She  hopes  for  Man,  and  longs  to  know 

The  fureft  Way  to  keep  him. 

When  firfl  the  pleafing  Pain  is  felt 

Within  the  Lover's  Breaft ; 
And  you  by  ftrange-Perfuafion  melt, 

Each  wifhing  to  be  bleft ; 
Be  not  too  bold,  nor  yet  too  coy, 
With  Prudence  lure  the  happy  Boy, 

And  that's  the  Way  to  keep  him. 

At  Court,  *t  Ball,  at  Park  or  Play, 

Aflume  a  modeft  Pride; 
And,  left  your  Tongue  your  Mind  betray* 

In  fewer  Words  confide : 
The  Maid,  who  thinks  to  gain  a  Mate 
By  giddy  Chat,  will  find  too  late, 

That's  not  the  Way  too  keep  him* 

In 
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In  Drefimg  ne'er  the  Hours  kill, 

That  Bane  to  all  the  Sex; 
Nor  let  the  Arts  of  dear  Spadille 

Your  Innocence  perplex. 
Be  always  decent  as  a  Bride; 

By  virtuous  Rules  your  Reafon  guides  ) 
For  that's  the  Way  to  keep  him. 

l£ut  when  the  nuptial  Knot  is  fad,' 

And  both  its  Bleiiings  ihare, 
To  make  thofe  Joys  for  ever  laft, 

Of  Jealoufy  beware; 
His  Love  with  kind  Compliance  meet  ; 
Let  Conftancy  the  Work  complete, 

And  you'll  be  fure  to  keep  him. 

song  cm; 

An  ODE  for  the  Lord  MaVor's  Da  y. 
Recitative. 

BRITONS,  attend;  I  fing,  in  merry  Lay, 
The  Feats  atchiev'd  upon  a  Lord-Mayor's  Day  % 
What  Surfeits  caught,  what  Feeding  when  they  dine; 
What  fober  Citizens  get  drunk  by  Nine ; 
What  Sights  arefeen ;  what  Rattling,  FufsandNoife, 
Of  Coaches,  Carts,  Men,  Women,  Girls,  and  Boys, 
WhoStreets,Bulks,Windows,Tops  of  Houfes  throng, 
To  view  his  Lord  (hip  pafs  in  State  along. 

Air. 

(Oh!  London  is  a  fine  Town,  &c) 
Oh!  Lord-Mayor's  Show,  fo  brave  and  gay,  do$r 

Honour  to  the  City; 
And  Old  and  Young,  and  Rich  and  Poor,  muft.  own 

'tis  vaftly  pretty, 
To  fee  the  gilded  Coach  and  Six,  and  Man  in  Ar- 
mour ride, 

la  Pomp  and  Splendor,  from  Guildhall,  unto  the 
Water-fide. 
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And  when,  in  Barges  clofely  pent,  fiich  Plenty  of 

good  Cheer, 

What  Pity  'tis  f0  fine  a  Sight  mould  come  but  once 
a  Year! 

Oh !  Lord-Mayor's  Show,  fo  brave,  fcfr. 

.Recitative. 
The  Buttle  o'er,  the  Cavalcade  gone  by, 
The  Mob  difpers'd,  To  Dinner's  all  the  Cry. 
With  haften'd  Steps,  as  keeneft  Hunger  calls, 
Tne  ftarv'd  Mechanics  feek  their  difPrent  Halls; 
At  the  full  groaning  Board  each  takes  his  Seat, 
vVith  branded  Knife  and  Fork,  prepar'd  to  eat. 
Air. 

(Ghofis  of  every  Occupation,  Sec) 
Cits  of  ev'ry  Occupation, 
Ev'ry  Age  and  ev'ry  Station, 
Parfons,  JufHces  of  Quorum, 
All  with  Napkins  tuck'd  before  'em, 

Prefs  to  have  their  Plates  fill'd  firfU 
With  the  Viftuals  here  fuch  Work  is, 
Snatching  Turtles,  Geefe,  and  Turkies, 
Hares  with  Puddings  in  their  Bellies, 
Cheefecakes,  Cuftards,  Tarts  and  Jellies; 

Bawling,  fwearing, 

Cutting,  tearing, 

Sweating,  puffing, 

Licking,  fluffing, 
Juft  as  if  they  all  would  burft. 

Recitative. 
Their  Prowefs  now  in  eating  having  prov'd, 
The  Dimes  empty'd,  and  the  Cloth  remov'd; 
Again  the  Table  fmiles  with  Wine  and  Ale, 
And  Toads  and  Bumpers  ev'ry  where  prevail; 
Some  talk,  fome  laugh,  fome fmoak,  fome  fnoringlie, 
And  fome  with  jovial  Songs  old  Care  defy. 

Air,;. 


[  Si  ] 
Air. 

(Come  hither,  my  Country  9  Squire,  &C.) 
Come  fill  the  Glafs  to  the  Brink; 

Brifk  Wine  foon  away  Sorrow  drives : 
Like  Cowards  ne'er  fhrink,  but  valiantly  drink 

Confulion  to  Bailiffs  and  Wives. 

Chorus. 

Such  Soaking,  fuch  Smoaking  and  Joking, 

Such  Guzzling  here  you  fee; 
The  Buck  and  furr'd  Gown  together  fit  down, 

And  all  are  good  Company. 
To  enjoy  Life  while  we  may, 

I'll  prove  from  the  Scripture,  is  right; 
Old  Lot  us'd,  they  fay,  to  fuddle  all  Day, 

And  he  with  his  Doxy  at  Night. 

Chorus. 

Such  Soaking,  fuch  Smoaking  and  Joking, 

Recitative. 
But  foon  the  lufcious  Grape  too  potent  grows; 
Mirth  and  Good-Humour  turn  to  Words  and  Blows ; 
Now  Rogue  and  Cuckold  through  the  Hall  refound, 
Anf  Wigs,  and  Canes,  and  Cravats  ftrew  the  Ground ; 
I  ill  bright  Aurora  rears  her  rofy  Head, 
And  bids  thenoify  Crew  reel  home  to  Bed. 

(There  was  a  jovial  Beggar,  &c.) 
Let  Heroes  both  by  Land  and  Sea, 

Their  Deeds  in  Battle  boaft; 
They  only  Fame  acquire  now, 

Who  eat  and  drink  the  moft. 

TThen!UttIini?  We  Wi"       wiM  SO,  will  go, 
I  hen  a  guttling  we  will  go,  * 

E  i  la 
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In  Story  we  are  told  of  one, 

An  Ox  flew  with  his  FLft ; 
Then  at  a  Meal  he  eat  him  up ; 

Gods !  what  a  glorious  Twift ! 
Then  a  guttling,  fcf c. 

If  then  good  Eating's  fo  renown'd, 

Be  this  each  Briton's  Pray'r, 
"  God  blefsthe  Court  of  Aldermen, 

"  The  Sheriffs  and  Lord-Mayor, 

«•  When  a  guttling  they  do  go,  do  go,  do  go, 

««  When  a  guttling  they  do  go.'9 

SONG  CIV. 

Kitty;  or,  The  Female  Phaeton. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Words  by  Mr.  Prior.    Sung  at 
Vauxhall. 

FAIR  Kitty  beautiful  and  young, 
And  wild  as  Colt  untam'd, 
Befpoke  the  Fair  from  whence  me  fprung, 

With  little  Rage  inflam'd : 
Inflam'd  with  Rage  and  fad  Reftraint, 

Which  wife  Mamma  ordain'd, 
And  forely  vex'd  to.  play  the  Saint, 
While  Wit  and  Beauty  reign'd, 
While  Wit  and  Beauty  reign'd. 
And  forely  yex'd  to  play  the  Saint, 
While  Wit  and  Beauty  reign'd. 

Muft  Lady  Jenny  frifk  about 

And  vifit  with  her  Coufins  ? 
At  Balls  muft  me  make  all  the  Rout, 

And  bring  home  Hearts  by  Doaens  ? 


What 
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What  has  fhe  better,  pray,  than  I,  * 

What  hidden  Charms  to  boaft, 
That  all  Mankind  for  her  mould  die,  . 

While  I  am  fcarce  a  Toaft  ? 

While  I  am  fcarce  a  Toaft  ? 
That  all  Mankind  for  her  mould  die, 

While  I  am  fcarce  a  Toaft  ? 

Dear,  dear  Mamma,  for  once  let  roe, 

Unchain'd,  my  Fortune  try; 
I'll  have  my  Earl  as  well  as  Ihe, 

Or  know  the  Reafon  why. 
Fond  Love  prevail'd,  Mamma  gave  way  $ 

Kitty,  at  Heart's  Defire, 
ObtainM  the  Chariot  for  a  Day, 

And  fet  the  World  on  Fire* 

And  fet  the.  World  on  Fire. 
Obtain'd  the  Chariot  for  a  Day,  , 

And  fet  the  World  on  Fire. 

SONG  CV, 
The  Men  will  romance,  • 

WHEN  I  enter'd  my  Teens,  and  threw  Play- 
Things  afide, 
I  conceiv'd  myfelf  Woman,  and  fit  for  a  Bride; 
By  the  Men  I  was  flatter'd,  my  Pride  to  enhance, 
Forthe'Maids  will  believe,  and  the  Men  will  ro- 
mance. 

They  fwore  that  my  Eyes  the  bright  DPmond  ex- 
celPd, 

Stich  a  Face,  and  fuch  Trefles,  fure  ne'er  were  beheld ! 
That  to  gaze  on  my  Neck  was  all  Rapture  and  Trance ! 
Oh!  the  Maids  will  believe,  and  the  Men  will  ro- 
mance, 

9  Young, . 


mi 

Young  Polydore  few  me  one  Night  at  the  Ball, 
And  fwore,  to  my  Charms  he  a  Conqjueft  muft  fall 
On  his  Knees  he  entreated  my  Hand  for  a  Dance: 
Ah !  the  Maids  will  believe,  and  the  Men  will  ro- 
mance. 

He  condu&ed  me  home,  when  the  PaiUme  was  o'er, 
And  declar'd  he  nerer  faw  fo  much  Beauty  before ; 
He  ogled  and  figh'd,  as  he  faw  me  advance  : 
Ah !  the  Maids  will  believe,  and  the  Men  will  ro- 
mance. 

Then  Day  after  Day  I  his  Company  had  : 
At  length  he  declar'd  all  his  Flame  to  my  Dad  ; 
But  my  Father  lov'd  Money,  and  would  not  advance, 
And  reply'd  to  my  Lover,  Young  Men  will  romance. 
But  tho*  my  Papa  would  not  give  us  a  Shilling, 
My  Polydore  fvvore  he  to  wed  rae  was  willing  ; 
So  to  Church  we  both  went,  and  at  Night  had  a 
Dance, 

And,  believe  me,  my  Polydore  did  not  romance, 

SONG  CVL 
The  Shepherdess.  Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

I Seek  my  Shepherd  gone  aftray  ; 
He  left  our  Cot  the  other  Day  : 
Tell  me,  ye  gentle  Nymphs  and  Swains, 
Pafs'd  the  dear  Rebel  through  your  Plains  I 
Oh!  whither,  whither,  muft  I  roam, 
To  find  and  charm  the  Wand'rer  home  ? 
Sports  he  upon  the  fhaven  Green, 
Or  joys  he  in  the  Mountain  Scene  ? 
Leads  he  his  Flocks  along  the  Mead, 
Or  does  he  feek  the  cooler  Shade  ? 
Oh  !  teach  a  wretched  Nymph  the  Way 
To  find  her  Lover  gone  aftray. 


To  paint,  ye  Maids,  my  truant  Swain; 
A  manly  Softnefs  crowns  his  Mien ; 
Adonis  was  not  half  fo  fair; 
And  when  he  talks,  'tis  Heav'n  to  hear! 
But  oh!  the  foothing  Poifon  ihun, 
To  lilten,  is  to  be  undone. 

He'll  fwear  no  Time  (hall  quench  his  Flame; 
To  me  the  Perjur'd  fwore  the  fame, 
Too  fondly  loving  to  be  wife, 
V/ho  gave  my  Heart  an  eafy  Prize ; 
And  when  he  tun'd  his  Syren  Voice, 
Liften'd,  and  was  undone  by  Choice. 

But  fated  now,  he  fhuns  the  Kifs 
He  counted  once  his  greateft  Blifs  ; 
Whilft  I  with  fiercer  Paffions  burn, 
And  pant  and  die  for  his  Return. 
Oh !  whither,  whither  lhall  I  rove, 
Again  to  find  my  flraying  Love  ? 

SONG  CVll. 
The  Way  to  Keep  him# 

YE  Fair  po/Tefs'd  of ev'ry  Charm 
To  captivate  the  Will ; 
Whofe  Smiles  can  Rage  itfelf  difarm, 

Whofe  Frowns  at  once  can  kill; 
Say,  will  you  deign  the  Verfe  to  hear, 

Where  Flatt'ry  bears  no  Part ; 
An  honeft  Verfe,  that  flows  fincere 
And  candid  from  the  Heart  ? 

Great  is  your  Pow'r;  but,  greater  yet, 

Mankind  it  might  engage, 
If,  as  ye  call  can  make  a  Net, 

Ye  all  could  make  a  Cage ; 
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Each  Nymph  a  thoufand  Hearts  may  take ; 

For  who's  to  Beauty  blind  ? 
But  to  what  End  a  Pris'ner  make, 

-Uhlefs  we've  Strength  to  bind  f 

Attend  the  Counfel  often  told, 

Too  often  told  in  vain; 
Learn  that  beft  Art,  the  Art  to  hold, 

And  lock  the  Lover's  Chain. 
Gamefters  to  little  Purpofe  win, 

Who  lofe  again  as  fall ; 
Tho'  Beauty  may  the  Charm  begin, 

'Tis  Sweetnefs  makes  it  laft. 

SONG  CVIII. 

HAIL,  Mafonry,  thou  Craft  divine  £ 
Glory  of  Earth,  from  Heav'n  reveaPd^  ; 
Which  doth  with  jewels  precious  mine, 
From  all  but  Mafons  Eyes  conceal'd. 

Chorus. 
Thy  Praifes  due  who  can  rehearfe, 
In  nervous  Profe,  or  flowing  Verfe? 

As  Men  from  Brutes  diftingui&Vd  are, 

A  Mafon  other  Men  excels  ; 
For  what's  in  Knowledge  choice  and  rare, 
But  in  his  Breaft  fecurely  dwells  ? 

His  filent  Breaft  and  faithful  Heart 
Preferve  the  Secrets  of  the  Art. 

From  fcorching  Heat,  and  piercing  Cold, 

From  Beafts  whofe  Roar  the  Poreft  rends, 
From  the  Aflaults  of  Warriors  bold, 
The  Mafon's  Art  Mankind  defends. 
Be  to  this  Art  due  Honour  paid, 
From  which  Mankind  receives  fuch  Aid. 

Enfigns 
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Enfigns  of  State,  that  feed  our  Pride, 

DiHin&ions  troublefome  and  vain ! 
By  Mafons  true  are  laid  afide : 

Art's  free-born  Sons  fuch  Toys  difdain,, 
Ennobled  by  the  Name  they  bear,. 
DifHnguinVd  by  the  Badge  they  wear£. 

Sweet  Fellowfhip,  from  Envy  free, 

Friendly  Converfe  of  Brotherhood, 
The  Lodge's  lafling  Cement  be, 
Which  has  for  Ages  firmly  flood. 

A  Lodge  thus  built  for  Ages  pafi 
Has  lafled,  and  will  ever  laft. 
Then  in  our  Songs  be  Juftice  done 

To  thofe  who  have  enrich'd  the  Art,- 
From  Jabel  down  to  Burlington  ; 
And  let  each  Brother  bear  a  Part. 

Let  noble  Mafons  Health  go  round, 
Their  Praife  in  lofty  Lodge  refoundp 

SONG  CIX. 
Kitty  Fell.   Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

WHILE  Beaus  to  pleafe  the  Ladies  writC$ 
Or  Bards,  to  get  a  Dinner  by'*, 
Their  \yell-feign'd  Paflions  tell, 
Let  me  in  humble  Verfe  proclaim 
My  Love  for  her  who  bears  the  Name 
Of  charming  Kitty  Fell 
Charming  Kitty,  lovely  Kitty, 

Oh  -charming  Kitty,  Kitty  Fell* 

That  Kitty9s  beautiful  and  young, 
That  fhe  has  danc'd,  that  ihe  has  fung* 

Alas !  T  know  full  well  t 
I  feel,  and  I  fhall  ever  feel, 
The  Dart  more  lharp  than  pointed  Steel? 
That  came  from  Kitty  F§U+ 
Charming  Kitty  %  &c% 
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Of  late  I  hop'd,  by  Reafon's  Aid; 

To  cure  the  Wounds  which  Love  had  made, 

And  bad  a  long  Farewel  : 
But  t'other  Day  fhe  crofs'd  the  Green; 
I  faw,  I  wilh  I  had  not  feen, 

My  charming  Kitty  Fell. 
Charming  Kitty,  8cc. 

I  afk'd  her  why  fhe  pafs'd  that  Way  : 

To  Church,  lhe  cry'd  1  cannot  flay  : 

Why,  don't  you  hear  the  Bell  ? 

To  Church  oh !  take  me  with  thee  there, 

I  pray'd :  She  would  not  hear  my  Prayer, 
Ah  !  cruel  Kitty  Fell. 
Cruel  Kitty,  Sec. 

And  now  I  find  'tis  all  in  vain, 
I  live  to  love,  and  to  complain, 

Condemn'd  in  Chains  to  dwell : 
For  tho'  (he  cafts  a  fcornful  Eye, 
In  Death  my  fault'ring  Tongue  will  cry, 
Adieu!  dear  Kitty  Fell. 
Charming  Kitty,  cruel  Kitty, 
Adieu,  fweet  Kitty,  Kitty  Fell. 

SONG  CX. 
The  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England. 
A  Cantata,    taken  from  a  celebrated  Print   of  the 
ingenious  Mr.  Hogarth. 
Recitative. 
>Tp  WAS  at  the  Gate  of  Calais,  Hogarth  tells, 
JL    Where  fadDefpair  and  Famineal  ways  dwells, 
A  meagre  Frenchman,  Madame  Grand/ire's  Cook, 
As  home  he  fteer'd  his  Carcafe,  that  Way  took  ; 
Bending  beneath  the  Weight  of  fam'd  Sir  Loin, 
On  whom  he  often  wifh'd  in  vain  to  dine  : 

Good 
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Good  Father  Domlnkk  by  chance  came  by, 
With  rofy  Gills,  round  Paunch,  and  greedy  Eye  ; 
Who,  when  he  firft  beheld  the  greafy  Load, 
His  Benediction  on  it  he  beftow'd : 
And  as  the  folid  Fat  his  Fingers  prefs'd, 
He  hck'd  his  Chaps,  and  thus  the  Knight  addrefs'd. 
Air. 

(A  lovely  Lafs  to  a  Friar  came,  &c.) 
Oh  rare  roaft  Beef!  lov'd  by  all  Mankind, 

If  I  was  doom'd  to  have  thee, 
When  drefs'd  and  garnihVd  to  my  Mind, 

And  fwimming  in  thy  Gravy, 
Not  all  thy  Country's  Force  combined 

Should  from  my  Fury  fave  thee. 
Renown'd  Sir  Loin,  oft  times  decreed 

The  Theme  of  Englijb  Ballad; 
On  thee  e'en  Kings  have  deign'd  to  feed, 

Unknown  to  Frenchman's  Palate: 
Then  how  much  doth  thy  Tafte  exceed 

Soup-meagre,  Frogs  and  Sallad! 

■^ECITATIVE* 
A  half-ffarv'd  Soldier,  fhirtlefs,  pale,  and  lean, 
Who  fuch  a  Sight  before  had  never  feen, 
Like  Garnet's  frighted  Hamlet,  gaping  flood, 
And  gaz'd  with  Wonder  on  the  Britifl. ;  Food 
His  Morning's  Mefs  forfook  the  friendly  Bowl, 
And  in  fmall  Streams  along  the  Pavement  ftole. 
He  heav  da  Sigh,  which  gave  his  Heart  Relief, 
And  then  m  plaintive  Tone  declar'd  his  Grief. 
Atr. 
/ Footers  Minuet.) 
Ah,  facre  Dieu!  vat  do  I  fee  yonder, 
Dat  look  fo  tempting  red  and  vite  ? 
Begar  it  is  de  roaft  Beef  from  Londre  \ 
Oh !  grant  to  me  von  letel  Bite.  * 

But 


r  90 1 

But  to  my  Guts  if  you  give  no  Heeding^ 

And  cruel  Fate  dis  Boon  denies; 
In  kind  Companion  unto  my  Pleading* 

Return,  and  let  me  feaft  my  Eyes. 

Recitative* 

His  Fellow-Guard,  of  right  Hibernian  Clay, , 
Whofe  brazen  Front  his  Country  did  betray,  - 
From  Tyburn's  fatal  Tree  had  hither  fled, 
By  honeft  Means  to  gain  his  daily  Bread. 
Soon  as  the  well-known  Profpeft  he  defcry'd, 
In  blubbering  Accents  dolefully  he  cry'd, 

Air. 

(Ellen  a  Roon.J 
Sweet  Beef,  that  now  caufes  my  Stomach  to  rife,  - 
Sweet  Beef,  that  now  caufes  my  Stomach  to  rife,  - 

So  taking  thy  Sight  is, 

My  Joy,  that  fo  light  is, 
To  view  thee,  by  Pailfuls  runs  out  at  my  Eyes. 
While  here  I  remain,  my  Life's  not  worth' a  Farthing, 
While  here  I  remain,  my  Life's  not  worth  a  Farthing. 

Ah  hard-hearted  Lout! 

Why  did  I  come  to  you  ? 
The  Gallows,  more  kind,  would  have  fav'd  mc 
from  ftarving. 

Recitative. 

Upon  the  Ground  hard  by  poor  Sawney  fate, 
Who  fed  his  Nofe,  and  fcratch'd  his  ruddy  Pate; 
But  when  Old  England's  Bulwark  he  efpy'd, 
His  dear  lov'd  Mull,  alas !  was  thrown  afide : 
With  lifted  Hand  he  blefs'd  his  native  Place, 
Then  fcrubb'd  himfelf,  and  thus  bewail'd  his  Cafe. 
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Air. 

f      Brovm  of  Coiuden  knows.) 
How  hard,  Oh!  Sawney,  is  thy  Lot, 

Who  was  To  blithe  of'late, 
To  fee  fuch  Meat  as  can't  be  got, 

When  Hunger  is  fo  great ! 

0  the  Beef!  the  bonny  Beef, 
When  roafted  nice  and  brown  ; 

Iwifh  I  had  a  Slice  of  thee, 

How  fweet  it  would  gang  down  t 

Ah  Charley  /  hadfl  thou  not  been  feen, 
This  ne'er  had  happ'd  to  me ; 

1  would  the  De'el  had  pick'd  mine  Ey*ft» 
Ere  I  had  gang'd  wi'  thee. 

Q  the  Beef,  13 c. 

Recitative. 
But,  fee!  my  Mufe  to  England  takes  her  Flight, 
Where  Health  and  Plenty  focidly  unite ; 
Where  fmiling  Freedom  guards  great  Georgeh  Throne, 
AndWhips,  andChains^  andTortures  are  not  known* 
Tho'  Britain's  Fame  in  loftieft  Strains  fhould  ring, 
In  ruflic  Fable  give  me  leave  to  fing. 

AlR!. 

As  once  on  a  Time  a  young  Frog,  pert  and  vain* 
Beheld  a  large  Ox  grazing  o'er  the  wide  Plain,: 
Heboafted  his  Size  he  could  quickly  attain^ 
O  the  Roaft  Beef  of  Old  England, 
And  O  the  Old  EngliJb  Roaft  Beef. 

Then  eagerly  ftretching  his  weak  little  Frame, 
Mamma,  who  flood  by,  like  a  knowing  old  Dame, 
Cry'd  "  Son,  to  attempt  it  you're  furely  to  blame." 
O  the  Roait  Beef,  fcf<v 

But 


But  deaf  to  Advice  he  for  Glory  did  third  ; 
An  Effort  he  ventur'd  more  ftrong  thai!  the  firft, 
*Till  fwelling  and  ftraining  too  hard  made  him  burft.  I 
O  the  Roaft  Beef,  fcfc. 

Then,  Britons*  be  valiant,  the  Moral  is  clear ; 
The  Ox  is  Old  England  \  the  Frog  is  Monfieur, 
Whofe  Puffs  and  Bravadoes  we  need  never  fear. 
O  the  Roaft  Beef,  fcfr. 

For  while  by  our  Commerce  and  Arts  we  are  able 
To  fee  the  Sir  Loin  fmoaking  hot  on  our  Table, 
The  French  may  e'en  burft  like  the  Frog  in  the  Fable, 
O  the  Roaft  Beef  of  Old  England, 
And  O  the  Old  Englijh  Roaft  Beef. 

SONG  CXI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mi/i  Brent  in  the  Jovial  j 
Crew. 

HOW  few,  like  you,  would  dare  advife 
To  truft  the  Town's  deluding  Arts, 
•  Where  Love  in  daily  Ambufh  lies, 
And  triumphs  over  heedlefs  Hearts ! 

How  few,  like  us,  would  thus  deny 
T'  indulge  the  tempting  dear  Delight, 

Where  daily  Pleafures  charm  the  Eye, 
And  Joys  fuperior  crown  the  Night! 

SONG  CXII. 
Ode  to  May.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

FAIREST  Daughter  of  the  Day, 
Lovely  Goddefs,  fprightly  May; 
Hither  come  with  Rofes  crown'd, 
Painting  where  you  tread  the  Ground. 

Mi 
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At  the  lov'd  Approach  of  thee, 
Shoots  the  Mulb'ry,  lufcious  Tree; 
Vines  their  ruddier  Leaves  unfold, 
Nor  the  Fig-tree  dreads  the  Cold. 

Nymph  divine,  hehold  the  Flowers 
Rife  to  grace  thy  vernal  Showers  ; 
Woodbines,  fpangled  o'er  with  Dew, 
Deck  their  Arborets  for  you. 

Tulips  rear  their  giitt'ring  Heads, 
Pinks  adorn  the  fragrant  Beds, 
And  the  filver  Lilies  fvvell, 
And  the  golden  Afphodel. 

Goddefs,  with  thy  Vert  of  Green, 
Goddefs,  with  thy  youthful  Mien, 
Come,  and  bring  thy  Mines  of  Wealth, 
Gladncfs  and  her  P arent  Health ; 

Bring  along  thy  Virgin  Train, 
Chace  away  grim  Care  and  Pain : 
Now  the  Loves  and  Graces  all 
Throng  obedient  to  thy  Call. 

SONG  CXIII. 

Sei  hy  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  By  Mi/s  Brent  in  the  Jovial 
Crew. 

AT  Night  by  Moon-Light  on  the  Plain, 
With  Rapture,  how  I've  feen, 
Attended  by  her  harmlefs  Train, 

The  little  Fairy  Queen 
Her  Midnight  Revels  fweetly  keep  ! 
While  Mortals  are  involv'd  in  Sleep, 
They  trip  it  o'er  the  Green. 

4  And 
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And  when  they  dane'd  their  chearful  Round, 

The  Morning  would  difclofe, 
For  where  their  nimble  Feet  do  bound* 

Each  Flow'r  unbidden  grows ; 
The  Daify,  (fair  as  Maids  in  May) 
The  Cowllip  in  his  Gold  Array, 

And  bluming  VjPJet  rofe. 

SONG  CXIV/ 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

SU  R  E  a  Lafs  in  her  Bloom,  at  the  Age  of  Nineteen* 
Was  ne'er  fo  diftreft  as  of  late  I  have  been; 
I  know  not  I  vow  any  Harm  I  have  done, 
But  my  Mother  oft  tells  me  the'll  have  me  a  Nun. 
But  my  Mother  oft  tells  me  fhe'll  have  me  a  Nun. 

Don't  you  think  it  a  Pity  a  Girl  fnch  as  I, 
Should  be  fentene'd  to  pray,  and  to  faft,  and  to  cry  ? 
With  Ways  fo  devout  I'm  not  like  to  be  won, 
And  my  Heart  it  loves  Frolic  too  well  for  a  Nun. 
And  my  Heart,  £sfr. 

To  hear  the  Men  flatter,  and  promife,  and  fwear, 
Is  a  thoufand  Times  better  to  me,  I  declare ; 
I  can  keep  myfelf  chafte,  nor  by  Wiles  be  undone; 
Nay,  befides,  I'm  too  handfome,  I  think,  for  a  Nua. 
Nay,  befides,  fcfr. 

Not  to  love  or  be  lov'd,  oh!  I  never  can  bear, 
Nor  yield  to  be  fent  to— one  cannot  tell  where ; 
To  live  or  to  die  in  this  Cafe  were  all  one, 
Nay,  I  fooner  would  die  than  be  reckon'd  a  Nun. 
Nay,  I  fooner,  fcfV. 

Perhaps, 
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i  Perhaps,  but  to  teaze  me,  fhe  threatens  jnefo; 

J'm  fure,  was  fhe  me,  fhe  would  ftoutly  fay  No  : 

But  if  fhe's  in  Earned,  I  from  her  will  run, 

And  be  married,  in  Spite,  that  I  may'nt  be  a  Nun, 

.  And  be  married,,  in  Spite,  that!  may  'nt  be  a  Nun, 

S  O  N  G  CXV. 
The  Spinning-Wheel, 
.Sit  by  Mr.  Baildon.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

YOU  N  G .  Colin,  fifhing  near  the  Mill, 
Saw  Sally  underneath  the  Hill, 
1  Whofe  Heart  Love's  tender  Pow'r  cou'd  feel, 
Whofe  Heart  Love's  tender  Pow'r  cou'd  feel. 
The  Mill  was  ftopt,  no  Miller  there : 
She  fmil'd.to  fee  the  Youth  appear, 
She  fmil'd  to  fee  the  Youth  appear, 
But  turn'd  about  her  Spinning-wheel, 
But  turn'd  about  her  Spinning-wheel. 

Thy  Cheeks,  fays  he,  like  Peaches  bloom; 

The  Breath  is  like  the  Spring's  Perfume; 
On  thy  fweet  Lips  my  Love  I'll  feal, 
vOnthyfweet,  £sfr. 

Yon  ftately  Swans,  fo  white  and  fleek, 

Are  like  to  Sally's  Breaft  and  Neck, 

Are  like,  £fjV. 
But  flill  fhe  tunfd  her  Spinning-wheel, 
,.ButftU!,,£sfr. 

Though,  Fair-one,  beauty's  tranfient  Pow'r 
fcades  like  the  new-blown  gaudy  Flow'r* 

Not  fo  where  Virtue  loves  to  dwell, 

Not  fo,  &f<r. 

Fer 
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For  where  fweet  Modefty  appears, 
We  never  fee  the  Vale  of  Years, 
We  never,  &c. 

She  fmil'd  and  ftopp'd  her  Spinning-wheel, 

She  fmil'd,  &c. 

The  Pomp  of  State,  the  Pride  of  Wealth, 
Says  (he,  I  fcorn  for  Peace  and  Health, 

Where  honeft  Labour  earns  her  Meal, 

Where  honeft,  &c. 

Who  tells  the  Flatt'rer's  common  Tale, 
Can  never  o'er  my  Heart  prevail, 
Can  never,  tffr. 

And  make  me  leave  my  Spinning-wheel, 

And  make,  (Jc. 

The  Swain  who  loves  the  virtuous  Mind, 
Alone  can  make  young  Sally  kind; 
For  him  I'll  toil,  I'll  fpin  and  reel, 
For  him  I'll  toil,  I'll  fpin  and  reeL 
It  is  the  Voice,  fays  he,  of  Love, 
Come  haften  to  yon  Church  above, 
Come  haften  to  yon  Church  above. 
She  blufti'd  and  left  her  Spinning-wheel, 
She  blulh'd  and  left  her  Spinning-wheel. 

SONG  CXVI. 
The  Shepherd.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 

NO  more  the  feftive  Train  I'll  join : 
Adieu!  ye  rural  Sports,  adieu! 
For  what,  alas !  have  Griefs  like  mine 
With  Paftimes  or  Delights  to  do? 
Let  Hearts  at  Eafe  fuch  Pleafures  prove, 
But  I  am  all  Defpair  and  Love. 
Ah  well  a  day !  how  chang'd  am  I } 
When  late  I  feiz'd  the  rural  Reed, 
60  foft  my  Strains,  the  Herds  hard  hy 
Stood  gazing,  and  forgot  tp  feed; 
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But  now  my  Strains  no  longer  move 
They're  Difcord  all,  Defpair  and  Love. 

Behold  around  my  ftraggli„g  Sheep, 

The  faireft  once  upon  the  Lea; 
No  Swam  to  guide,  no  Dog  to  keen, 

Ti,  ^0riithJey  &ray'  nor  mark'd  by  me: 
The  Shepherds  mcurn  to  fee  them  rove  ; 
They  a/k  the  Caufe,  I  anfwer,  Love. 

Ne,fr       Love  firft  taught  my  Eyes 
With  Tears  of  Anguim  to  o'erflow; 

Wm    m^my  Breali  with  Sighs, 
And  turn'd  my  Pipe  to  Notes  of  Woe  ; 

Love  has  occafion'd  all  my  Smart, 

Difpers'd  my  Flock,  and  broke  my  Heart. 


N 


SONG  CXVII. 

°  Nwfhh  ?// t>ips  the  verdant 
rrr  -  .      with  Safy  can  compare; 

She  wins  the  Hearts  of  all  the  Swains, 

And  rivals  all  the  Fair; 
The  Beams  of  oV  delight  and  clear, 
»„«■  in     Summer  Seafons  roll; 
But  Sa/^'s  Smiles  can  all  the  Year 
Give  Pleafure  to  the  Soul. 

When  from  theEaft  the  Morning  Ray 
Illumes  the  World  below, 

«f-1nce  bids  the  God  of  Day 
p     With  Emulation  glow: 
Frelh  Beauties  deck  the  painted  Ground, 
Th,  rdMWTeeter  Notes  prepare;  ' 

And  hail  the  Sifter  fair. 

f  Tie- 


[  98  ] 

The  Lark  but  ftrains  his  livid  Throat, 

To  bid  the  Maid  rejoice, 
And  mimicks,  while  he  fwelk  his  Note, 

The  Sweetnefs  of  her  Voice : 
The  fanning  Zephyrs  round  her  play, 

While  Flora  fhe'U  perfume, 
And  ev'ry  Flow'ret  feems  to  fay, 

I  but  for  Sally  bloom. 

The  am'rous  Youths  her  Charms  proclaim, 

From  Morn  to  Eve  their  Tale; 
Her  Beauty  and  unfpotted  Fame 

Make  vocal  every  V  ale ; 
The  Stream  meand'ring  thro'  the  Mead, 

Her  echo'd  Name  conveys ; 
And  ev'ry  Voice,  and  ev'ry  Reed, 

Is  tun'd  to  Sally's  Praife. 

No  more  fhall  blithfome  Lafs  and  Swain 

To  mirthful  Wake  refort, 
Nor  ev'ry  May-Morn  on  the  Plain 

Advance  in  rural  Sport : 
No  more  fhall  gum  the  purling  Rill, 

Nor  Mufic  wake  the  Grove, 
Nor  Flocks  look  fnow-like  on  the  Hill, 

When  I  forget  to  love. 

SONG  CXVIII. 
The  Honest  Fellow.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

PHOl  Pox  o'this  Nonfenfe,  I  prithee  give  o'er, 
And"  talk  of  your  Pbtllis  and  Chloa  no  more; 
Their  Face,  and  their  Air,  and  their  Mien,  whal 

a  Rout!  .    •  Tiy\ 

Here's  to  thee,  my  Lad,  pulh  the  Bottle  about. 
Hera's  to  thee,  my  Lad,  pufh  the  Bottle  about. 
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Let  finical  Fops  play  the  Fool  and  the  Ape  • 
They  dare  not  confide  in  the  Juice  of  the  Grace  • 
But  we  honeft  Fellows— 'fdeath !  who'd  ever  think 
Of  puling  for  Love,  while  he's  able  to  drink » 
Of  puling,  &c. 

^Tis  Wine,  only  Wine,  that  truePleafure  bellows  - 
Our  Joys  it  mcreafes,  and  lightens  our  Woes  • 
Remember  what  Topers  of  old  us'd  to  fmg  ' 
The  Man  that  is  drunk  is  as  great  as  a  KinL 
The  Man,  &c .  s 

If  Cupid  aflaults  you,  there's  Law  for  his  Tricks  • 

Anacreon's  Cafes  fee,  Page  Twenty-fix  • 

The  Precedent's  glorious,  andjuftbymy  Soul; 

Lay  hold,°&r         " PUng  D°g  in  a  B°wL 

My  Toaft  ftall  be  this,  whilft  I've  Liquor  to  quaff- 
May .Mirth  and  good  Fellowlhip  always  abouldf' 
Boys  fill  up  a  Bumper,  and  let  it  go  round. 
Boys,  fill  up  a  Bumper,  and  let  it  go  round. 


SONG  CXIX. 
The  Phoenix.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

A  MANDA's  fair,  by  all  confefs'd; 
*         Her  Skin  foft,  fnowy,  white, 
As  Down  that  clothes  the  Turtle's  Breaft; 

Her  Eyes  like  Di'monds  bright; 
Yet  farther  Hill  the  Nymph  excels 
In  each  celeftial  Grace, 

o'r  ttft  Waf^$  Lab'rinth  d»M°> 
Or  in  the  Soul  takes  place. 


How 
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How  much  fuperior  Beauty  awes, 

The  coldeft  Bofoms  find  ; 
But  with  refiftlefs  Force  it  draws, 

To  Senfe  and  Virtue  join'd. 
The  Calket,  where  to  outward  Show 

The  ArtirVs  Hand  is  feen, 
Is  doubly  valued  when  we  know 

It  holds  a  Gem  within. 

SONG  CXX. 
A  Hunting  Song. 
Set  by  Mr.  Baildon.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 
Recitative. 

HARK,  the  Horn  calls  away; 
Come  the  Grave,  come  the  Gay; 
Wake  to  Mufic  that  wakens  the  Skies, 
<Juit  the  Bondage  of  Sloth,  and  arife. 

Air. 

Trom  the  Eaft  breaks  the  Morn, 

See  the  Sun-beams  adorn 
The  wild  Heath,  and  the  Mountains  fo  high, 
The  wild  Heath,  and  the  Mountains  fo  high; 

Shrilly  opes  the  ftaunch  Hound, 

The  Steed  neighs  to  the  Sound, 
-And  the  Floods  and  the  Vallies  reply, 
And  the  Floods  and  the  Vallies  reply. 

Our  Forefathers  fo  good 

Proved  their  Greatnefs  of  Blood, 
.  By  encount'ring  the  Hart  and  the  Boar, 
By  encount'ring, 

Ruddy  Health  bloom'd  the  Face, 

Age  and  Youth  urg'd  the  Chace, 
And  taught  Woodlands  and  Forefts  to  roar, 
And  taught, 

5  H«n€e, 
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Hence,  of  noble  Defcent, 

Hills  and  Wilds  we  frequent, 
Where  the  Bofom  of  Nature's  reveaPd* 
Where  the,  Esfr. 

Tho'  in  Life's  bufy  Day, 

Man  of  Man  makes  a  Prey, 
Still  let  our's  be  the  Prey  of  the  Field* 
Still  let  our's,  fcfr.  * 

With  the  Chace  in  full  Sight, 

Gods !  how  great  the  Delight ' 
How  our  mortal  Senfations  refine! 
How  our, 

Whe,re  is  Care,  where  is  Fear  i 

Like  the  Winds,  in  the  Rear, 

Ani  T  fi™',8  l0c5 in  fo^thing  dirine, 
And  the  Man's,  fcff .  & 

Now  to  Horfe,  my  brave  Bovs  :# 

Lo!  each  pants  for  the  Joys' 
That  anon  /hall  enliven  the  whole, 
That  anon  mail  enliven  the  whole: 

i  hen  at  Eve  we'll  difmount, 

Toils  and  Pleafures  recount, 
And  renew  the  Chace  over  the  Bowl, 
And  renew  the  Chace  over  the  Bowl. 

SONG  CXXX. 
The  Fruitless  Endeavour. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 
ITf  HEN  gentle  Harriot  fir/1  I  faw, 
t  ru1truck  Wlth  a  reverential  Awe,  . 
1  lelt  my  Bofom  mov'd  ; 

?j;afLShaSe'  her  farming  Face, 
6he         and  talk'd  with  fo  much  Grace, 
i  gaz  d,  admir'd  and  lov'd. 

^3 
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Up  to  the  bufy  Town  I  flew, 

And  wander'd  all  its  Pleafures  thro', 

In  hopes  to  eafemy  Care : 
The  bufy  Town  but  mocks  my  Pain, 
Its  gayelt  Pleafures  all  are  vain, 

For  Harriot  haunts  me  there. 

The  Labours  of  the  learned  Sage, 
The  comic  Humour  of  the  Stage, 

By  turns  my  Time  employ ; 
I  reliih  not  the  Sage's  Lore, 
The  Stage's  Humour  pleafe  no  more, 

For  Harriot's  all  my  Joy. 
Sometimes  I  try'd  the  jovial  Throng, 
Sometimes  the  Female  Train  among, 

To  chafe  her  Form  away; 
The  jovial  Throng  is  noify,  rude, 
Nor  other  Female  dares  intrude 

"Where  Harriot  bears  a  Sway. 
Since  then  nor  Art  nor  Learning  can, 
Nor  Company  of  Maid  or  Man, 

For  Want  of  thee  atone; 
O  come  with  all  thy  conqu'ring  Charms, 
O  come !  and  take  me  to  thy  Arms, 
For  thou  art  all  in  one. 

SONG  CXXII. 

A  Ballad  in  the  Modern  Tap.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

ONE  Morning  young  Roger  accofted  me  thus, 
Come  here,  pretty  Maiden,  and  give  me  a  Bufs. 
Lord!  Fellow,  faid  I,  mind  your  Plough  and  your 

Cart;  *        r  <l- 

Yes,  I  thank  you  for  nothing,  thank  you  for  nothing, 
thank  you  for  nothing  with  all  my  Heart. 

Well, 
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Well,  then,  to  be  fure,  he  grew  civil  enough, 

He  gave  me  a  Box  with  a  Paper  of  SnufF; 

I  took  it,  I  own,  yet  had  ftill  fo  much  Art 

To  cry,  Thank  you  for  nothing  with  all  my  Heart* 

He  faid,  if  fo  be,  he  might  make  me  his  wife — 
Good  Lord !  I  was  never  fo  dafh'd  in  my  Life ; 
Yet  could  not  help  laughing  to  fee  the  Fool  ftart, 
When  I  thank'd  him  for  nothing  with  all  my  Heart, 

Soon  after,  however,  he  gain'd  my  Confent, 
And  with  him  on  Sunday  to  Chapel  I  went, 
But  faid  'twas  my  Goodnefs  more  than  his  Defert, 
Not  to  thank  him  for  nothing  with  all  my  Heart. 

The  Parfon  cry'd,  Child,  you  muft  after  me  fay, 
And  then  talk'd  of  Honour,  and  Love  and  Obey; 
But  faith,  when  his  Reverence  came  to  that  Part, 
There  I  thank'd  him  for  nothing  with  all  my  Heart. 

At  Night  our  brift:  Neighbours  the  Stocking  would 
throw ; 

L^uift  not  tell  Tales,  but  I  know  what  I  know  : 

Young  Roger  confeffes  I  cur'd  all  his  Smart, 

And  I  thank'd  him  for  fomething  with  all  my  Heart, 


SONG  CXXIIX. 
Set  by  Mr,  Baildon.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

ATTEND,  ye  Nymphs,  while  I  impart 
The  fecret  Wifhes  of  my  Heart, 
And  tell  what  Swain,  if  one  there  be, 
Whom  Fate  defigns  for  Love  and  me. 

Let  Reafon  o'er  his  Thoughts  prefide, 
Let  Honour  all  his  Aftions  guide; 
Stedfaft  in  Virtue  let  him  be, 
The  Swain  defign'd  for  Love  and  me: 

F4  Let 
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JLet  folid  Senfe  inform  his  Mind, 

With  pure  Good-Nature  fweetly  join'd; 

Sure  Friend  to  modeft  Merit  be 

The  Swain  defign'd  for  Love  and  me. 

Where  Sorrow  prompts  the  penfive  Sigh, 

Where  Grief  bedews  the  drooping  Eye, 

Melting  in  Sympathy  I  fee 

The  Swain  defign'd  for  Love  and  me. 

Let  fordid  Av'rice  claim  no  Part 
Within  his  tender,  gen'rous  Heart; 
Oh!  be  that  Heart  from  Fallhood  free, 
Devoted  all  to  Love  and  me. 

f^>  Every  Verfe  to  be  repeated. 

SONG  CXXIV. 
Cure  for  the  Vapouri. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
\  T  7HY  will  Delia  thus  retire, 
VV      And  languifh  all  her  Life  away 
While  the  fighing  Crowd  admire,  , 

'Tis  too  foon  for  Harrihorn-tea, 

9Tis  too  foon  for  Hartfhorn-tea : 
All  thofe  difmal  Looks  and  Fretting 

Cannot  Damon's  Life  reflore ; 
Long  ago  the  Worms  have  eat  him ; 

You  can  never  fee  him  more, 

You  can  never  fee  him  more. 
Long  ago  the  Worms  have  eat  him ; 

You  can  never  fee  him  more. 
Once  again  confuk  your  Toilette, 

In  the  Glafs  your  Face  review ; 
So  much  Weeping  foon  will  fpoil  it, 

And  no  Spring  your  Charms  renew, 

And  no,  cfa 
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I,  like  you,  was  born  a  Woman, 
Well  I  know  what  Vapours  mean; 

The  Difeafe,  alas !  is  common, 
Single  we  have  all  the  Spleen. 
Single,  &c. 

All  the  Morals  that  they  tell  us, 

Never  cur'd  the  Sorrow  yet : 
Chufe,  among  the  pretty  Fellows, 

One  of  Humour,  Youth  and  Wit, 

One  of,  fsfr. 
Prithee  hear  him  ev'ry  Morning, 

At  the  leaft  an  Hour  or  two;  • 
Once  again  at  Night  returning, 

— I  believe  the  Dofe  will  do, 

— I  believe  the  Dofe  will  do. 
Once  again  at  Night  returning, 

— I  believe  the  Dofe  will  do, 

SONG  CXXV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Baildon.    Sung  at  Vauxhall, 

HARK!  the  Birds  begin  their  Lay, 
Flowrets  deck  the  Robe  of  May: 
See  the  little  Lambkins  bound, 
Playful  o'er  the  Clover-ground; 
While  the  Heifers  fportive  low, 
Where  the  yellow  Cow  Hips  blow; 
While  the  Heifers  fportive  low, 
Where  the  yellow  Cowflips  blow. 
Now  the  Nymphs  and  Swains  advance 
O  er  the  Lawn  in  perfect  Dance; 
Garlands  from  the  Hawthorn  Bough 
Grace  the  happy  Shepherd's  Brow ; 
While  the  Laffes,  in  Array, 
Wait  upon  the  Queen  of  May; 
While  the,  &c. 

F  5  Innocenct, 
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Innocence,  Content  and  Love, 
Fill  the  Meadows  and  the  Grove ; 
Mirth  that  never  wears  a  Frown, 
Health  with  Sweetnefs  all  her  own; 
Labour  puts  on  Pleafure's  Smile, 
And  pale  Care  forgets  his  Toil ; 
Labour  puts,  fcffc. 

Ah  !  what  Pleafures  Shepherds  know  ! 
Monarchs  cannot  fuch  bellow  ; 
Love  improves  each  happy  Hour, 
Grandeur  has  not  fuch  in  Store. 
Learn,  Ambition,  learn  from  hence, 
Happinefs  is  Innocence  ; 
Learn,  Ambition,  learn  from  hence, 
Happinefs  is  Innocence, 

SONG  CXXVI. 
Celia's  Complaint. 

WHAT  Sadnefs  reigns  over  the  Plain! 
How  droop  the  fweet  Flowrets  around 
How  penfive  each  Nymph  and  each  Swain! 

How  filent  each  mufical  Sound ! 
No  more  the  foft  Lute  in  the  Bow'rs, 
Beguiles  the  cool  Ev'nings  away  ; 
Sad  Sighs  meafure  out  the  long  Hours, 
Since  Damon  has  wander'd  away. 

Oh !  he  was  our  Village's  Pride, 

This  Change  from  his  Abfence  is  feen  ; 
'Twas  he  that  our  Mufic  fupply'd, 

When  gayly  we  danc'd  on  the  Green: 
"    Sheafing,  at  Wake,  and  at  Fair, 

ow  jovial  and  frolic  were  we  ! 
But  now  ev'ry  Feaft  in  the  Year 
Is  joylefs  as  joylefs  cani>e. 
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Ah !  why  did  he  venture  from  home, 

To  mix  among  hoftile  Alarms  ? 
No  Juftice  oblig'd  him  to  roam, 

Or  take  up  thofe  terrible  Arms  : 
Let  thofe  who  are  cruel  and  rough, 

Beheedlefs  of  Life,  and  of  Limb; 
The  Country  had  Soldiers  enough, 

Nor  needed  one  gentle  like  him. 

Where  e'er  the  Adventurer  goes, 

On  Land  or  the  dangerous  Main, 
Kind  Heaven  proteft  him  from  Woes, 

And  give  him  to  Celia  again. 
Oh !  give  him  to  Celia  again, 

My  true  Love  in  Safety  reftore ; 
I'll  ceafe  on  his  Breaft  to  complain, 

From  my  Arms  he  fhall  wander  no  more. 

SONG  CXXVII. 
Sung  by  Mi/s  Brent  and  Mr.  Lowe  at  Vauxhall. 
The  Words  and  Mujtc  by  Dr.  Arne. 
Damon. 

/^OME,  my  Laura,  heav'nly  Maid, 
\^  To  this  cool  refrefhing  Shade, 
Where  the  Vi'let,  Pink,  and  Rofe, 
All  their  blooming  Sweets  difclofe; 
See,  the  Nymphs  and  Swains  are  met, 
Happy  in  the  cool  Retreat; 
Hail  to  Mirth,  and  am'rous  Play, 
This  is  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Laura. 
Wander  then,  ye  giddy  Flocks, 
O'er  the  Hill,  or  'mongft  the  Rocks; 
From  her  Shepherd,  Night  or  Day, 
Laura  never  means  to  ftray : 

Come, 
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Come,  begin,  ye  fportive  Throng, 
Tune  the  Pipe  and  raife  the  Song; 
Celebrate,  without  Delay, 
This  our  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Damon. 
Sound  the  rattling  Tabor,  found, 
Let  my  Laura's  Health  go  round ; 
Kinder  me  than  vernal  Show'rs, 
Sweeter  far  than  May-born  Flow'rs  : 
Dimpled  Smiles  and  heav'nly  Truth 
Join  t'  adorn  her  blooming  Youth  ; 
Thefe  foft  Charms,  without  Allay, 
Crown  the  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

Laura. 
Happy  Laura  !  oh  how  bleft, 
Thus  of  Damon's  Love  polTefs'd  ! 
Witnefs  Hill,  and  Dale,  and  Grove, 
Here  I  plight  eternal  Love : 
Would  the  Gods  on  me  bellow 
Pow'r  to  lighten  human  Woe, 
Damon's  Life  fhould  glide  away, 
Like  a  Shepherd's  Holiday. 

SONG  CXXVIII. 

The  Marquis  c/Granby. 

THO'  Auftria  and  Rujfia,  France,  Flanders  and 
Prujfia, 

Have  Heroes  who  claim  Truth's  Attention, 
In  the  Roll  of  fair  Fame,  as  he  took  down  each 
Name, 

Some  Britons  I  faid  he  mould  mention : 
And  fince  we  have  Men,  who  are  worthy  his  Pen, 

Who  for  England  att  nobly  as  can  be, 
When  he  faw  me  perlift,  then  he  bpen'd  his  Lift, 

And  in  Front  flood  the  Marquis  of  Granfa. 

Old 
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Old  Time  fhook  his  Scythe  as  he  tott'ring  flood  byi 

His  Iron  Teeth  dreadfully  grated; 
But  the  fad- looking  Crone  clear'd  his  Brow  from  a 
Frown, 

When  Fame  had  my  Errand  related: 
The  Cheeks  of  the  Churl  with  a  Smile  feem'd  to  curl, 

And  he  anfwer'd  me  pleafant  as  can  be, 
Saith  the  fingle-lock'd  Seer,  Friend,  this  Point's 
pretty  clear, 

We  all  love  the  Marquis  of  Granhy. 

Like  Curs  in  the  Manger  let  Malcontents  rave, 

And  talk  how  enfeebled  our  Race  is, 
That  our  Fathers  were  manly,  were  vig'rous  and 
brave, 

And  their  Hearts  we  might  read  in  their  Faces, 
What  our  Anceflors  were,  at  prefent  we  are  j 

I  can  prove  it  as  plainly  as  can  be :  + 
Let  them  that  would  fee  what  a  Briton  fhould  be, 

Behold  but  the  Marquis  of  Granhy.  \ 

Had  the  Cynic  Diogenes  liv'd  to  this  Day, 

He'd  thrown  down  his  Lanthorn  to  view  him ; 
He's  efteem'd  by  the  Good,  and  ador'd  by  the  Gay, 

And  Foxhunters  hark-away  to  him ; 
By  his  Monarch  fent  over  to  break  the  French  Cover, 

With  bold  Pack,  as  ftaunch  as  Haunch  can  be, 
Of  Britijh  True-Blues,  vto  hunt  the  French  Jews, 

When  led  by  the  Marquis  of  Granhy. 

Bigot  Spain  has  vail  Wealth ;  fickle  France  has  rich 
Wines ; 

The  Italians  fhow  marvellous  Banners; 
The  Indians  may  boaft  of  Em'rald-flll'd  Mines  ; 
But  Lincoln/hire  boafts  of  its  Manners  : 


The 
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The  Di'monds,  when  worn,  the  Wearer  adorn, 
And  fparkle  as  brilliant  as  can  be  ; 

But  a  Flafti  from  fuch  Toys  is  momentary  Joys, 
For  the  Jewel  of  is  Granby. 

Now  the  Hazards  of  War  for  a  Seafon  fubfide, 
His  Country  commands  not  his  Duty : 

Blow,  Winds,  to  his  Wilhes;  be  Safety  his  Guide 
To  England,  Love,  Friendship,  and  Beauty. 

From— what-d'ye-call— Paderborn,   may  he  happy 
return, 

Aye,  quickly  too,  quickly  as  can  be ; 
What  mall  we  fay  then?  Why,  there's  Granby  again; 
And  again  to  the  Marquis  of  Granby. 


SONG  CXXIX, 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

FANNY,  fairer  than  a  Flow'r, 
But  uncertain  as  the  Wind, 
Ever  trifling  with  her  Pow'r, 

Meant  alone  to  blefs  Mankind; 
Now  with  Smiles  her  Face  adorning, 
She  to  Love  my  Heart  invites, 
She  to  Love  my  Heart  invites ; 
But  if  Love  I  offer,  fcorning, 

She  with  Frowns  my  Palhon  flights, 
She  with  Frowns  my  Paflion  flights. 

Oh  !  thou  God  of  pleafing  Anguifli, 

If  indeed  a  God  you  be, 
Teach  the  Tyrant  how  to  languifli, 

Make  her  Heart  and  Eyes  agree: 

Bui 
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But  if  wilful  fhe  refufes 

To  obey  the  Pow'rs  divine, 
To  obey  the  Pow'rs  divine ; 

Make  the  Man  whom  firft  me  chufes, 
Treat  her  Heart  as  me  does  mine, 
Treat  her  Heart  as  me  does  mine. 


SONG  CXXX. 
-^New  Dialogue  in  the  Sorcerer. 

DEAREST  Daphne,  turn  thine  Eyes 
Jocund  Day  begins  to  rife; 
See  the  Morn  with  Rofes  crown'd, 
Sprinkling  Dew-drops  on  the  Ground; 
Love  invites  to  yonder  Grove, 
Where  only  Lovers  dare  to  rove; 
Let  us  hafte,  make  no  Delay, 
Cupid's  Call  wemuft  obey; 
Let  us  hafte,  make  no  Delay, 
Cupid's  Call  we  muft  obey. 

She.  Ah,  Philander,  I'm  afraid  : 

There  poor  Laura  was  betray'd 
By  young  Strephon's  fubtle  Wiles, 
Soothing  Words,  and  artful  Smiles: 
Simple  Maids  are  foon  undone, 
When  their  fimple  Hearts  are  won : 
Prefs  me  not;  I  muft  away, 
And  Honour's  ftricl  Commands  obey, 
Prefs  me  not, 

He.  Gentle  Daphne,  fear  not  you ; 
I'll  be  ever  kind  and  true : 
Think  no  more  of  Laura's  Fate, 
View  yon  Turtle  and  its  Mate; 
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See  how  freely  they  impart 

The  Impulfe  of  each  others  Heart : 

Like  them,  my  Fair,  let's  fport  and  play; 

Nature  prompts  us  to  obey, 

Like  them,  c5V. 

She.  Shepherd,  I  perceive  your  Aim, 

You  and  Strephon  are  the  fame ; 

You  like  him  would  me  betray, 

Should  I  truft  whate'er  you  fay. 
He.  If  Daphne  doubts,  let  Hymen's  Bands 

This  Inftant  join  our  willing  Hands. 
She.  The  Invitation  I  obey, 

And  Love  with  Honour  will  repay. 

The  Invitation,  &c. 

Both.  No  longer  then  the  Moments  wafte, 
But  to  the  Altar  let  us  hafte. 
But  to  the  Altar  let  us  hafte: 
The  Invitation  we  obey, 
And  Love  with  Honour  each  repay. 
The  Invitation  we  obey, 
And  Love  with  Honour  each  repay. 

SONG  CXXXI. 
Kitty  the  Nonpareille. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

AT%  F  Wars  let  other  Rhymers  talk; 

\J  With  Frederick,  Ferdinand,  and  Hawh, 

Fill  each  heroic  Ditty, 

Fill  each  heroic  Ditty  ; 
At  Diftance  from  the  bluft'ring  Throng, 
All,  all  the  Burthen  of  my  Song 

Shall  be  the  Name  of  Kitty, 

Shall  be  the  Name  of  Kitty.  - 

When 
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When  firft  I  faw  her  on  the  Plain, 
I  gaz'd,  I  lov'd,  and  told  my  Pain; 

She  figh'd,  and  feem'd  to  pity  ; 

Shefigh'd,  &c. 
'Tis  well  the  Nymph  that  wounds  can  cure; 
Yes,  my  poor  Heart,  or  elfe  I'm  fare 

'Twere  Death  to  look  on  Kitty, 

'Twere  Death,  i$c. 

Ye  taftelefs  Slaves  of  Paffion,  dwell 
On  Lady  Di,  and  Lady  Bell, 

The  Great,  the  Rich,  the  Witty;  . 

The  Great,  &c. 
But  I'll  be  hang'd,  at  Play,  at  Ball, 
If  they,  or  any  of  them  all, 

Can  cope  with  blooming  Kitty, 

Can  cope,  &c. 

When  match'd  with  Nature's  Dye,  how  faint 
The  fickly  Red  and  White  of  Paint ! 

Can  varnifti'd  Dolls  be  pretty  ? 

Can  varnim'd  Dolls,  £sfc. 
Here  Art  would  Nature  but  difguife; 
Ah !  what  are  Di'monds  to  thine  Eyes, 

My  dear,  my  charming  Kitty  ! 

My  dear,  ^ 

Go,  Fortune,  with  your  Favours  fport  ; 
Throw  Titles  to  the  Dogs  at  Court; 

Give  Money  in  the  City, 

Give  Money  in  the  City : 
But  think  not  fo  to  cozen  me; 
I'm  wifer,  and  will  never  be 

Content  with  lefs  than  Kitty, 

Content  with  lefs  than  Kitty. 


SONG 
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SONG  CXXXII. 

Love  and  Constancy. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh, 

LONG  Time  my  Heart  had  rov'd, 
Inconftant  as  the  Wind; 
Each  Girl  I  faw,  i  fwore  I  lov'd, 
'Till  one  my  Heart  confin'd, 
'Till  one  my  Heart  confin'd. 
The  Maid  was  blithe,  was  young  and  fair, 

From  Affectation  free ; 
The  Maid  was  blithe,  was  young  and  fair. 

From  Affectation  free  : 
No  Imperfection  did  appear, 

While  fhe  look'd  kind  on  me  ; 
No  Imperfection  did  appear, 
While  fhe  Look'd  kind  on  me. 

When  her  my  Pain  I  told, 

And  all  my  Grief  confefs'd, 
The  Infolence  of  female  Pride 

Her  cold  Difdain  exprefs'd, 

Her  cold,  tifr. 
The  Beauty  I  eileem'd  before, 

Appear'd  Deformity  ; 
The  Beauty,  fcfr. 

Each  Charm  I  thought  a  Charm  no  more, 

She  was  unkind  to  me: 
Each  Charm,  C5V. 

Forbear,  fond  Youth,  no  more 

The  Sex's  Weaknefs  fcan ; 
5Twas  not  Inconftancy,  or  Pride, 

But  Trial  of  the  Man, 

But  Trial  of  the  Man : 

When 
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When  Time  had  prov'd  my  Flame  fincerc* 

She  own'd  the  fame  to  me; 
When  Time,  &c. 
Not  Love  alone  can  win  the  Fair, 

But  Love  and  Conltancy  : 
Not  Love,  t?c. 

SONG  CXXXJII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

ISearch'd  the  Fields  of  ev'ry  Kind, 
The  faireft  Flovv'rs  I  chofe, 
And  fent  them  in  a  Wreath  to  bind 
My  Rofalinda\  Brows, 
My  Rofalindah  Brows. 

Here  Hyacinthus,  ting'd  with  Blood, 

In  purple  Beauty  glows ; 
There,  burning  from  the  fwelling  Bud, 

Appears  the  blufhing  Rofe, 

Appears  the  blulhing  Rofe. 

Here  Violets  of  purple  Hue, 

Chafte  Lilies  white  as  Snow, 
NarcifTufes  that  drink  the  Dew, 

And  near  the  Fountain  blow, 

And  near  the  Fountain  blow. 

To  boaft  thy  Charms  when  crown'd  with  thofe, 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  O  beauteous  Maid ! 

Thy  Face,  that  blooms  fo  like  the  Rofe, 
Like  that,  alas !  will  fade, 
Like  that,  alas !  will  fade. 

£5*  Every  Vcrfe  to  be  repeated. 


SONfi 
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•     SONG  CXXXIV. 
Affictation.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

LO  N  G  at  thy  Altar,  God  of  Love, 
I  paid  a  double  Duty  ; 
A  Slave  to  Calia's  Voice  and  Wit, 
To  aloe's  Tafte  and  Beauty. 

Fain  would  I  fix  my  reftlefs  Heart, 
While  they,  with  aukward  Feature, 

Difguife,  in  Affectation's  Mafque, 
The  bounteous  Gifts  of  Nature. 

Calia,  affecting  Beauty's  Grace, 

Deftroys  her  Senfe  and  Spirit; 
And  Chloeh  Charms,  thro'  fancy'd  Wit, 

Lofe  all  their  wonted  Merit. 

While  in  their  native  Beauties  deck'd, 

I  cou'd  love  both,  or  either ; 
But  thus  in  borrow 'd  Airs  difguis'd, 

Can  be  a  Slave  to  neither, 

SONG  CXXXV. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

f  T7HEN  lovely  Chloeh  gentle  Touch 
\f        Awakes  the  Lute  with  fprightly  Art, 

Awakes  the  Lute  with  fprightly  Art, 
Her  Hying  Fingers'  Charms  are  fuch, 

They  flide  unheeded  to  the  Heart ; 
Her  flying  Fingers'  Charms  are  fuch, 

They  uide  unheeded  to  the  Heart. 

But 
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But  when  her  Voice,  with  fweet  Surprize, 

Melodious  ftrikes  the  raptur'd  Ear,  . 

Melodious,  &c. 
What  gay  Applaufes  £11  the  Skies ! 

What  Pleafure  gladdens  all  who  hear! 

What  gay,  £ff<r. 

Her  Air,  her  Virtue,  and  her  Wit, 
A  thoufand  Hearts  enthrall'd  command, 
A  thoufand  Hearts  enthrall'd  command  : 

While  Cupid,  humbly  at  her  Feet, 
Refigns  his  Arrows  to  her  Hand  ; 

While  Cupid,  humbly  at  her  Feet, 
Refigns  his  Arrows  to  her  Hand. 


SONG  CXXXVI. 
Tbe  Words  by  Mr.  Hilton. 
Sit  to  Mufic  by  Mr.  Langdon.   Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

HOW  cafy  was  Colin,  how  blithe,  and  howsayt 
Ere  he  met  the  fair  Chloris,  how  fprightly  his 
■Lay ! 

So  graceful  her  Form,  fo  accomplilh'd  her  Mind, 
Dure  Pity,  he  thought,  with  fuch  Charms  mult  be 
jom'd. 

Sure  Pity,  he  thought,  with  fuch  Charms  mull  be 
join  d. 

Whenever  Ihe  danc'd,  or  whenever  Ihe  funs,  - 
.How  juft  was  her  Motion!  how  fweet  was  her 
1  ongue ! 

Sh^'u^  Yout>  toId  hcr  hispaflionate  Flame, 


With 
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With  Ardour  he  prefs'd  her  to  think  him  fincere; 
But,  alas !  lhe  redoubled  each  Hope  and  each  Fear: 
She  would  not  deny,  nor  ftie  would  not  approve, 
And  ftie  neither  refus'd  him,  nor  gave  him  her  Love. 
And  fhe  neither,  £5*. 

Now  chear'd  by  Complacence,  now  froze  byDifdain, 
He  languifh'd  for  Freedom,  but  languifh'd  in  vain; 
Till  Tbyrfis,  who  pity'd  fo  helplefs  a  Slave, 
Eas'd  his  Heart  of  its  Pain  by  the  Counfel  he  gave. 
Eas'd  his  Heart,  &c, 

Forfake  her,  faid  he,  and  rejeft  her  a-while; 
If  lhe  loves  you,  fhe  foon  will  return  with  a  Smile  : 
You  can  judge  of  her  Paffion  by  Abfence  alone, 
And  by  Abfence  will  conquer  her  Heart,— or  yoar 
own. 

And  by  Abfence,  &c. 

This  Advice  he  purfu'd;  but  the  Remedy  prov'd 
Too  fatal,  alas !  to  the  Fair-One  he  lov'd ; 
Which  cur'd  his  own  Paffion,  but  left  her  in  vaia 
To  figh  for  a  Heart  lhe  could  never  regain. 
To  figh  for  a  Heart  fhe  could  never  regain. 

SONG  CXXXVII. 
A  Trio.    Set  by  Mr.  Worgan. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Vincent,  Mr.  Lowe,  Mi/s  Stevens, 
and  a  Boy. 

FLY  hence,  grim  Melancholy's  Train! 
Hence  wafting  Thought  and  Years  of  Pain  \ 
What  to  us  is  Age  and  Care, 
Eyes  of  Grief,  and  Looks  of  Fear  ? 
Join  the  Laughter-loving  Train; 
This  is  Pleafure's  boundlefs  Reign. 
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Mind  not  what  the  Stoics  fay ; 
Life  is  only  for  a  Day : 
Banifh  far  Refledion's  Pow'r; 
Lofe  not  one  important  Hour : 
Fly  the  meagre  hideous  Train ; 
This  is  Pleafure's  boundlefs  Reign. 

Make  the  moft  of  Beauty's  Pride  ; 
Youth  and  Beauty  foon  fubfide: 
Courted,  yield,  while  yet  yom  may, 
Cupid elfe  will  fly  away  : 
Join  the  fportive  harmlefs  Train; 
This  is  Pleafure's  golden  Reign, 

Bacchus  all  his  Treafure  lends, 
(Mirth  and  Wine  are  conftant  Friends) 
Lifts  on  high  the  Human  Soul : 
Dread  no  Poifon  in  the  Bowl. 
Seek  the  Jovial  rofy  Train  ; 
This  is  Pleafure's  boundlefs  Reign. 

In  the  Meadows  fafely  flray, 
Innocence  fhall  guard  the  Way; 
And  by  Moon-light,  on  the  Green, 
View  the  Fairies  with  their  Queen ; 
Go  where  Love  dire&s  the  Train; 
For  'tis  Pleafure's  golden  Reign. 

Envy's  Snakes,  all-murd'ring  War, 
vvith  Phantom  Honour,  hence  are  far; 
Hope,  and  Peace,  and  Joy  fincere, 
And  Love,  maintain  their  Revels  here: 
Halte  to  join  the  feftive  Train  ; 
This  is  Pleafure's  golden  Reign. 
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Nor  to  fcornful  Airs  inclin'd, 
Know  the  Seafon  to  be  kind : 
What  would  all  your  Beauty  do, 
Should  Shepherds  once  neglect  to  woo? 
See  the  beck'ning  fportive  Train ; 
Hark!  they  cry,  'tis  Pleafure's  Reign. 

Freedom,  with  immortal  Shield, 
Guards  the  Bleffings  we  can  yield  ; 
Freedom  hails  thee  to  refign 
AH  thy  Cares  in  Love  and  Wine  ; 
Stay  no  longer,  join  the  Train ; 
This  is  Pleafure's  golden  Reign. 

Hymen's  graceful  Altars  fmoke ; 
Hade,  and  wear  the  filken  Yoke  : 
Endlefs  Peace,  unfading  Youth, 
Rife  the  fure  Rewards  of  Truth : 
Haften  then  to  join  the  Train  ; 
For  His  Pleafure's  golden  Reign/ 

SONG  CXXXVIII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

COME  give  your  Attention  to  what  I  unfold  5 
The  Moral  is  true,  tho*  the  Matter  is  old, 
The  Moral  is  true,  tho*  the  Matter  is  old  : 
My  honeft  ConfefTion's  intended  to  prove, 
How  taftelefs,  infipid,  is  Life  without  Love; 
My  honeft  ConfefTion's  intended  to  prove, 
How  taftelefs,  infipid,  is  Life  without  Love. 

In  Works  of  old  Sophift  my  Mind  I  employ'd  ; 
My  Bottle  and  Friend  too  by  Turns  I  enjoy'd, 
My  Bottle,  &c. 

I  laugh'd  at  the  Sex,  and  prefumptuoufly  ftrove 
Their  Charms  to  forget*  and  bid farewel  tp  Love: 
I  laugh'd,  &c. 

I  toil' 
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I  toil'd  and  I  traffick'd,  grew  wealthy  and  great 
A  Patriot  in  Politics,  fond  of  Debate,  ' 
A  Patriot,  &c. 

Each  Paffion  indulging,  my  Doubts  did  remove- 
They  center'd  in  Pleafure,  and  Pleafure  in  Love - 
Each  Paffion,  t$c. 

How  fweet  my  Refolves  I  confefsM  with  a  Sieh, 
.Whheen?S;;  ST'^  -PP'^antonlfby, 
I  caught  her  and  mention'd  a  Turn  in  the  Grove 
Confentmg  fhe  made  me  a  Convert  to  Love  • 
I  caught  her,  tsfV. 

Ye  Lovers  of  Freedom,  no  longer  complain; 
We  re  born  Felow- Subjects  of  Beauty's  foft  Chain 
We're  born  Fellow- Subjeds  of  Beauty's  foft  Chain 
My  purcha?M  Experience  this  Maxim  will  prove! 
1  hat  Life  is  not  Life  when  divided  from  Love;' 
My  purchas'd  Experience  this  Maxim  will  prove, 
1  nat  Llfe  1S  not  Life  when  divided  from  Love. 

SONG  CXXX1X. 

Nancy  Crow.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 

A  H !  whence  this  Impotence  of  Mind  ? 
X  \  Sure  Beauty,  properly  defin'd, 

To  Learning  is  a  Foe; 
Newton  and  Pope  neglecled  lie; 
Belinda  can  jio  more  fupply 

The  Place  of  Nancy  Cro  w, 

The  Place  of  Nancy  Cro<w. 

Let  thofe,  who  would  the  Depths  explore 
Of  modern  Wit  and  antient  Lore, 
To  foreign  Climates  go; 

G  T« 
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To  me  let  none  propofe  this  Tafk; 
No  Proof  of  Nature's  Force  I  afk, 
But  charming  Nancy  Crow, 

But,  esv. 

Through  the  fmooth  Surface  of  a  Stream, 
When  brighten'd  by  the  Morning  Beam, 

We  fee  the  Sands  below ; 
Thus  in  her  Face,  as  fmooth,  as  clear, 
(Enlighten'd  by  her  Eyes)  appear 

The  Thoughts  of  Nancy  Crow, 

The  Thoughts,  fcfr. 

Had  Nature  (now  too  carelefs  grown) 
Each  Year  the  Seeds  of  Beauty  fown, 

Sure  Time  would  not  be  flow; 
Since  fourteen  Summers  could  produce 
A  Plant  fo  fair,  fo  fit  for  Ufe, 

As  charming  Nancy  Crow, 

As  charming,  &c. 

Alas !  faid  Flora,  with  a  Tear, 
No  more  my  Rofes  muft  appear, 

No  more  my  Lilies  blow; 
For,  Oh !  their  boafted  Red  and  White, 
Their  Softnefs,  Fragrance,  all  unite 

In  lovely  Nancy  Crow, 

In  lovely,  £sfo. 

Let  thofe  whom  coarfer  Nerves  fuftain, 
O'er  Hills  and  Dales,  o'er  Rough  and  Plain, 

Purfue  the  bounding  Doe; 
'Tis  mine  to  chafe  a  fprightly  Fair, 
(Like  Daphne  crown'd  with  Golden  Hair) 

Coy,  tempting  Nancy  Crow, 

Coy,  tempting  Nancy  Crow. 

SONG 
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SONG  CXL> 

MYRTILLA,  demanding  the  Aid  of  my  Fen, 
To  tell  what  of  her  were  the  Thoughts  of 
the  Men, 

Infilled  for  once  I  would  alter  my  Tune, 
And  write  Panegyrics  as  well  as  Lampoon  : 
With  Candor  defcribing  the  Woman  I  fee, 
When  I  fteal  from  my  Glafs,  to  Myriilla  and  Tea. 

If  the  Eyes  fweet  Employ  to  the  Soul  give  Delight,, 
And  Beauty's  an  Objeft  engaging  to  Sight; 
'  How  kind  is  my  fair  One,  wiiofe  Studies  confefs, 
Her  Aim  is  at  Nature's  Amendment  in  Drefs ! 
Tho'  oft'  in  the  Stru&ure,  miilaking  the  Plan, 
She  ipoils  what  fhe  meant  fliou'd  give  Pleafure  to  Man. 

When  I  hear  her  fweet  Voice  in  its  natural  Key, 
H«r  good-humour'd  Prattle  is  Mufic  to  me; 
Her  Kifs  would  foon  make  the  dull  Hermit  forego 
His  Cell  and  high  Views,  for  that  Heaven  below  i 
But  when  for  a  Trifle  with  Anger  grown  bold, 
Her  Words  are  but  Difcord,  her  KiiTes  are  cold, 

Like  Dew  to  the  Flow'rs  is  Love  to  Mankind ; 
Each  Senfe's  Enjoyment  in  Woman  we  find  * 
Unlefs  AfFe&ation,  that  Bane  to  the  Fair,  * 
Unfetters  the  Heart  they  attempt  to  enfnare  • 
Let  Nature  the  Science  of  Pleafing  dired, 
A  Charm  ill-difplay'd  foon  becomes  a  Defect 


SONG 
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SONG  CXLI. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

A Youth,  (if  I  wou'd,  I  could  tell  you  his  Name,) 
If  I  have  not  good  Care,  will  my  Bofom  enflame ; 
I  have  feeri  him  but  once,  'tis  enough  to  have  feen  ; 
For  I  like  him  beyond  all  the  reft  on  the  Green, 
For  I  like  him  beyond  all  the  reft  on  the  Green. 

How  fweet  was  his  Converfe  the  live-long  Day  thro' !  | 
So  many  bleft  Minutes  I  ne'er  before  knew ; 
Might  I  have  my  Willi,  they  fhould  come  o'er  again ; 
I  ne'er  thought  there  liv'd.in  the  World  fuch  a  S wain, 
I  ne'er  thought,  C3V. 

Without  flattering  he  pleas'd,  without  Rudenefs  was 
free ; 

How  he  look'd  and  was  civil  to  none  but  to  me ! 
His  Words  when  we  parted,  I  think  on  with  Pain, 
Adieu  'till  I  fee  you,  dear  Sally,  again; 
Adieu  'till,  fcfr. 

And  now  he  talks  of  me  the  Shepherds  among, 
I'm  the  Praife  of  his  Wit,  and  the  Theme  of  his 
Tongue : 

If  he  thus  fhou'd  run  on,  'twill  alarm  all  the  Plain, 
And  Scandal  won't  let  him  come  near  me  again, 
And  Scandal,  &c. 

Kind  Fortune,  foon  throw  him  this  once  in  my  Way, 
Then  I'll  know  all  his  Thoughts,  and  hear  all  he 
can  fay : 

If  we  can't  have  each  other,  I  will  not  complain, 
But  we  ne'er  from  that  Moment  will  meet  once  again, 
But  we  ne'er  from  thatMoment  will  meet  once  again. 


SONG 
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S  O  N  G  CXLII. 

Strephon  of  the  Hill.    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

LET  others  Damon's  Praife  rehearfe, 
Or  Coin's  at  their  Will; 
I  mean  to  fing,  in  rutfic  Verfe, 

Young  Strephon  of  the  Hill. 
As  once  I  fas  beneath  a  Shade, 

Befide  a  purling  Rill  ; 
Who  Ihou'd  my  Solitude  invade, 
But  Strephon     the  Hill  ? 

He  taptmy  Shoulder,  fnatch'd  a  Kifi, 

Icou'd  not  take  it  ill; 
For  nothing  fure  is  done  amifs 

By  Strephon  of  the  Hill. 
Confent,  O  lovely  Maid !  he  cry'd, 

Nor  aim  thy  Swain  to  kill  : 
Confent  this  Day  to  be  the  Bride 

Of  Strephon  of  the  Hill. 
Obferve  the  Doves  on  yonder  Spray, 

Seeh©w  they  fit  and  bill; 
So  fweet  your  Time  {hd.ll  pafs  away 

With  Strephon  of  the  Hill. 
We  went  to  Church  with  hearty  Glee, 

O  Love  propitious  Hill  i 
May  ev'ry  Nymph  be  bleft,  like  me 

With  Strephon  of  the  HilL 

SONG  CXLIII. 

MSet  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 
ORE  bright  the  Sun  began  to  dawn, 
I  he  merry  Birds  to  fin*, 
And  FWrets  dappled  o'er  the  Lawn, 
In  all  the  Pride  of  Spring, 

G  3  When 
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When  for  a  Wreath  young  Damon  ftray'd, 

And  fmiling  to  me  brought  it; 
Take  this,  he  cry'd  my  dearcft  Maid,  p 

And  who,  who,  aye,  aye,  who'd  have  thought  it  ? 
J  blufh'd,  the  Prefent  to  receive, 

And  thank'd  him  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
When  ibft  he  figh'd,  Bright  Fair,  forgive, 

I  muft  have  fomething  more : 
One  kind  fweet  Kifs  will  pay  me  beft, 

So  earneflly  he  fought  it; 
I  let  him  take  it,  I  proteft,  m 

And  who  ,  aye,  who'd  have  thought  it? 

A  Swain  that  woo'd  with  fo  much  Art, 

No  Nymph  could  long  difdain; 
A  fecret  Flame  foon  touch'd  my  Heart, 

And  flulh'd  thro'  ev'ry  Vein : 
'Twas  Love  iafpir'd  the  pleafing  Change, 

From  his  my  Bofom  caught  it; 
'Twas  ftrange  indeed,  'twas  paffing  ftrange, 
And  Who— ,  aye,  who'd  have  thought  Hi 
Hark!  Hymen  calls,  the  Shepherd  cry'd  ; 

Let  us,  my  Dear,  comply : 
We  inftant  went,  with  Love  our  Guide, 

And  bound  the  Nuptial  Tie : 
And  ever  fince  that  happy  Day, 

As  mutual  Warmth  has  taught  it. 
We  fondly  kifs,  and  fport  and  play, 

And  who,  who,  aye,  aye,  who'd  have  thought  it 

SONG  CXLIV. 
Sung  hy  Mr.  Beard,  at  Ranelagh. 

THAT  Jenny's  my  Friend,  my  Delight  and  m 
Pride, 

I  always  have  boafted,  and  feek  not  to  hide : 
I  dwell  on  her  Praifes  wherever  I  go ; 
They  fay  I'm  in  Love,  but  I  anfwer,  No,  no. 
They  fay,  I'm  in  Love,  but  I  anfwer,  No,  no. 


[  *27  3 


At  Ev'ning  oft-times,  with  what  Pleafure  I  fee 
A  Note  from  her  Hand,  "  I'll  be  with  you  at  Tea  tM 
My  Heart  how  it  bounds  when  I  hear  her  below ! 
But  fay  not  'tis  Love,  for  I  anfwer,  No,  no; 
But  fay,  £5V. 

She  fings  me  a  Song,  and  I  echo  its  Strain; 
Again,  I  cry,  Jenny,  fweet  Jenny,  again  : 
I  kifs  her  fweet  Lips,  as  if  there  [  could  grow; 
But  fay  not  'tis  Love,  for  I  anfwer,  No,  no ; 
But  fay,  fcfr. 

She  tells  me  her  Faults  as  Hie  iits  on  my  Knee  ; 
I  chide  her,  and  fwear  fhe's  an  Angel  to  me  : 
My  Shoulder  (he  taps,  and  ft  ill  bids  me  think  fo; 
Who  knows  but  me  loves,  tho'  fhe  anfwers,  No,  no? 
Who  knows,  &c. 

From  Beauty  and  Wit,  and  Good-Humour,  how  I, 
Should  Prudence  advife,  and  compel  me  to  fly : 
Thy  Bounty,  O  Fortune,  make  hafte  to  bellow, 
And  let  me  deferve  her,  or  frill  I'll  fay,  No; 
And  let  me  deferve  her,  or  Hill  Til  fay,  No. 


SONG  CXLV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Wcrgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

SI N  C  E  we  went  out  a  Maying,  too  late  can  I  find , 
Young  Harry  has  run  Day  and  Night  in  my  Mind  : 
He's  grown  fo  bewitching  as  never  before; 
For  I  find  that  I  love  him  each  Time  more  and  more. 
For  I  find  that  I  love  him  each  Time  more  and  mere. 

Each  Morning  his  Face  with  what  Pleafure  I  fee! 
Not  my  own  at  the  Glafs  is  fo  handfome  to  me; 
I'm  fo  vex'd  I  cou'd  cry  when  his  Vifit  is  o'er, 
Nor  help,  if  I  would,  but  mull  love  more  and  more. 
Nor  help,  if  I  would,  &c. 

G  4  He'd 
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He'd  have  me  to  fmg  to  him  all  the  Day  long, 
And  fays  mine's  as  fweet  as  the  Nightingale's  Sonj. 
Such  Praifes  as  thefe  I  had  never  before; 
I'm  fare  that  he  loves  me,  tho'  him  Hove  more. 
I'm  fure  that  he  loves  me,  &c. 

When  my  Mother  was  gone,  with  Love  in  his  Look, 
He  begg'd  for  one  Kifs,  but  how  many  he  took ! 
1  afk'd  why  fo  free,  who  was  ne'er  fo  before? 
He  blufh'd,  and  then  promis'd  to  do  fo  no  more. 
He  blulh'd,  and  then  promis'd,  tsfr. 

How  I  wifh'd  the  dear  Shepherd  for  Life  was  all 

mine  ! 

I  mou'd  have  no  Occafion  to  chide,  or  to  pine; 
Then  Harry  my  Lips  may  with  KiiTes  run  o'er, 
And  I'll  try,  if  it  can  be,  to  love  him  (till  more  ; 
And  I'll  try,  if  it  can  be,  to  love  him  ftill  more. 

SONG  CXLVI. 
Colin  and  Phillis,  a  Dialogue.  Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

He.  FX  E  AR  Phillh,  fweet  Girl,  be  now  kind  to. 
kJ  my  Pain, 

Nor  fufFer  me  longer  to  court  you  in  vain ; 
And  I'll  love  you  iincerely  for  ever, 
And  I'll  love  you  fincerely  for  ever, 
And  I'll  love,  fcfr. 

She.  Ah !  Colin  >  my  Heart  was  about  to  comply ; 
But  what  my  Hope  wifhes,  my  Fears  will  deny : 
I  can  never  be  yours. 
He-  What  never? 

She.  No  never;  I  can  never  be  yours. 
He.  What  never? 

She.  No  never!  I  ne'er  can  be  yours* 

He. 
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He.  Fie!  Phillis  y  how  can  you  1HU  trifle  with  Love? 
Away  with  your  Fears !  and  my  Paffion  approve, 
When  I  tell  you,  I  love  you  for  ever, 
When  I  tell  you,  I  love  you  for  ever, 
When  I  tell  you,  £sfr. 
She.  Fie!  Colin,  how  can  you  ftill  teaze  me  in  vain» 
When  I  told  you  before,  and  I  tell  you  again, 
I  can  never  be  yours  ? 
He.  What  never? 

She.  No  never !  I  can  never  be  yours. 
He.  What  never? 

She.  No  never!  I  ne'er  can  be  yours. 

He.  Then  adieu  to  all  Joy,  my  Heart  will  fure  break, 
If  my  Phillis  denies  what  1  fondly  did  feek; 
I  can  never  be  happy,  no  nevesy 
I  can  never  be  happy,  no  never, 
I  can  never,  fsV. 

She.  Then  away  with  my  Doubts,  I  can  fondly  believe, 
That  Colin  his  Phillis  will  never  deceive ; 
That  Colin  will  love  me. 
He.  For  ever. 

She.  You  never,  fure  never,  will  leave  me. 
He.  No  never! 

She.  You  never,  fure  never,  will  leave  me. 
He.  No  never,  no  never,  will  leave  you. 

SONG    CXL  VII. 

In  the  Reprisal. 

FROM  the  Man  whom  I  love  tho'  my  Heart 
I  difguife,  ' 
I  wiH  freely  defcribe  the  Wretch  I  defpife ; 
And  if  he  has  Senfe  but  to  baliance  a  Straw 

?^™Afu£e  taoke  ,the  Hint  from  the  Pi<^  I  draw. 
And  if  he  has  Senfe  but  to  baliance  a  Straw, 

He  will  fure  take  the  Hint  from  the  Pidure  I  draw. 

G  S  A 


A  Wit  without  Senfe,  without  Fancy  a  Beau; 
Like  a  Parrot  he  chatters,  and  ftruts  like  a  Crow  : 
A  Peacock  in  Pride,  in  Grimace  a  Baboon  ; 
In  Courage  a  Hind,  in  Conceit  a  Gafcoon. 
A  Peacock,  &c. 

As  a  Vulture  rapacious,  in  Falfhood  a  Fox; 
Inconftant  as  Waves,  and  unfeeling  as  Rocks  ; 
As  a  Tyger  ferocious,  perverfe  as  a  Hog  ; 
In  Mifchief  an  Ape,  and  in  fawning  a  Dog. 
As  a  Tyger,  &c. 

In  a  Word,  to  fum  up  all  his  Talents  together, 

His  Heart  is  of  Lead,  and  his  Brain  is  of  Feather  : 

Yet  if  he  has  Senfe  but  to  ballance  a  Straw, 

He  will  fure  take  the  Hint  from  the  Pi&ure  I  draw. 

Yet  if  he  has  Senfe  but  to  ballance  a  Straw, 

He  will  fure  take  the  Hint  from  the  Pifture  I  draw. 

SONG  CXLVIII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

YOUNG  Damon,  am'rous  and  fincere, 
One  Noon  fat  penfive  in  the  Bow'r: 
Ye  Gods,  he  cry'd,  fend  Sylvia  here, 

My  Paffion  fhall  be  blefl  this  Hour : 
Too  long  with  Sighs,  and  Vows,  and  Pray'rs, 

I've  woo'd  the  unrelenting  Maid ; 
Now,  was  me  here,  for  all  its  Cares 
My  faithful  Heart  mould  be  repaid. 

The  Swain  had  juft  finim'd  his  refolute  Tale, 
W^hen  Sylvia  appear'd  tripping  blithe  o'er  the  Vale, 
To  weave  a  fweet  Chaplet  of  Rofes  and  Lilies ; 
She  came,  and  brought  with  her  the  pert  little  Pbillist 
She  came,  and  brought  with  her  the  pert  little  PMm 


Up  ftartedthe  Shepherd,  furpriz'd  at  the  View; 
I  afe'd  for  one  Nymph,  lo !  the  Gods  have  fent  two : 
Ye  Pow'rs,  'tis  unkind  at  a  Lover  to  laugh  ; 
One  Maid  at  a  Time  had  been  better  by  half. 
One  Maid  at  a  Time  had  been  better  by  half. 
He  bow'd,  and  he  bluih'd,  nor  had  Courage  to  flay. 
Are  all  Men,  fb  bafhful?  They're  not,  I  dare  fay: 
Are  all  Men  fo  bafhful,  fo  baftiful ; 
Are  all  Men  fo  bafhful  ?  They're  not,  I  dare  fay.' 

SONG  CXLIX. 
A  Dialogue. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 
Me.  TTXELIA,  Delia,  leave  the  Shade, 

jLJ     Thou  wall  born  for*  Man's  Delight  ^ 
Suffer  not  thy  Charms  to  fade, 

Far  remov'd  from  mortal  Sight; 
Haften  to  the  Town,  away ; 
Join  the  Lovely,  and  the  Gay  ; 
Haften  to  the  Town,  away  ; 
Join  the  Lovely,  and  the  Gay. 
She.  Here,  Alexis,  let  me  live, 

Free  from  Danger,  free  from  Strife ; 
Here  the  fruitful  Seafons  give 
All  that  can  embeliim  Life ; 
Here  I  learn,  from  ev'ry  Flow'r, 
To  improve  the  coming  Hour. 
Here  I  learn, 
He.  At  thy  faithful  Lover's  Call, 

Hafte  to  Town,  thou  Nymph  divine  ; 
There  to  lead  the  fprightly  Ball, 

And  in  fplendid  Courts  to  mine : 
Mufic  (hall  thy  Joys  improve, 
And  awake  thy  Soul  to  Love. 
Mufic  lhaU,  tfc, 

1  sti* 
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She*  Here,  in  Innocence  fecure,  . 

I  can  love  and  live  with  thee; 
Here  the  Breath  of  Air  is  pure, 

Mufic  here  on  ev'ry  Tree: 
Here  alone  I  wilh  to  mine, 
While  my  gentle  Swain  is  mine; 
Heie  alone  I  wifh  to  lhine, 
While  my  gentle  Swain  is  mine. 

SONG  CL. 
The  Hue  and  Cry.    A  Cantata.. 
Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
Recitative. 

IN  Love's  Name  you're  charg'd hereby. 
To  make  a  fpeedy  Hue  and.  Cry 
After  a  Face  which  t'other  Day 
Stole  my  wand'ring  Heart  away : 
To  direct  you,  thefe,  in  brief, 
Are  ready  Marks  to  know  the  Thief. 

Air. 

Her  Hair  a  Net  of  Beams  would  prove, , 

Strong  enough  to  captive  Jove; 

And  her  lovely  tow'ring  Brow 

Is  a  Field  of  pureft  Snow; 

Her  Eyes  fo  rich,  fo  bright  are  they, 

Ev'ry  Beam's  a  Break  of  Day: 

But  if  me  ileeps,  ah!  then  'tis  Night, 

Tho'  the  Sun  Ihines  pureft  Light. 

In  her  Cheeks  are  to  be  feen 

Of  Flowers  both  the  King  and  Queen, 

Hither  by  the  Graces  led, 

And  frefhly  laid  in  nuptial  Bed ; 

On  whom  Lips  like  Nymphs  do  wait, 

Who  deplore  their  Virgin  State: 

Oft  they  blufti,  and  blufh  for  this, 

That  they  one  another  kifs. 
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But  obferve,  befides  the  reft, 
You  mall  know  this  Felon  beft 
By  her  Tongue;  for,  if  your  Ear 
Once  an  heav'nly  Mufic  hear; 
Such  as  neither  Gods,  or  Men, 
But  from  that  Voice  lhall  hear  again; 
That,  that  is  Ihe,  oh !  ftrait  furprize 
And  bring  her  unto  Love's  Affize. 

SONG  CLI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

YE  true  hone&Britons,  who  love  your  own  Lands 
Whofe  Sires  were  fo  brave,  fo  victorious  and  free, 
Who  always  beat  France  when  they  took  her  in  Hand,, 
Gome  join,  Jionefl  Britons,  in  Chorus  with  me  ; 
Come  join,  honeft  Britons,  in  Chorus  with  me. 
Let  us  fing  our  own  Treafures,  Old  England's  good 
Cheer, 

The  Profits  and  Pleafures  of  flout  Britijh  Beer  ; 
Your  Wine-tipling,  Dram-fipping  Fellows,  retreat, 
But  your  Beer-drinking  Britons  can  never  be  beat. 
But  your,  £sf<r. 

TheFrench  with  their  Vineyards  are  meagreand  pde> 
They  drink  of  the  Squeezings  of  half-ripen'd  Fruit; 

But  we,  who  have  Hop-grounds  to  mellow  our  Ale, 
Are  rofy  and  plump,  and  have  Freedom  to  boot. 
Let  us  fing,  &c* 

Shou'd  the  French  dare  invade  us  thus  arm'd  with 
our  Poles, 

We'll  bang  their  bare  Ribs,  make  their  Lanthorn- 
Jaws  ring; 

For  your  Beef-eating,  Beer-drinking  Britons  are  Souls, 
Who  will  ihed  their  laft  Drop  for  their  Country 

and  King. 
Let  us  fing,  l$c> 

SONG 
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SONG  CLIL 


Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh, 
TT7ITH  ev'ry  fvveet  Hope  the  Fair  can  impart, 
YY    Chora,  who  conquer'd,  would  foothe  my  poor 

Heart : 

She  taught  my  fond  Thoughts  on  her  Beauty  to  roll, 
And  fann'd  with  her  Smiles  the  foft  Flame  in  my  Soul. 
My  Fancy  was  ravifii'd  with  Tranfports  in  View, 
The  Sun  never  Ihone  on  a  Lover  fo  true; 
'Twas  her's  to  emlave  me,  'twas  mine  to  adore  her ; 
Kow  loving  was  I,  and  how  charming  Chora  f 
But  Curfe  on  the  Arts  that  me  us'd  to  enfnare ! 
She's  falfe  I  difcover,  and  cruel  as  fair; 
She's  falfe  I  difcover,  and  cruel  as  fair. 
I  Ufk?d  her  at  Church  when  her  Hand  ihe'd  beftow : 
'Twas,  Who  can  tell  what  a  Year  hence  I  may  do  ? 
?Twas,  Who  can  tell  what  a  Year  hence  I  may  dof 
I'm  fix'd,  I'm  determin'd,  th'  Enchantment  is  o'er, 
Her  Pride  has  deceiv'd  me,  I'll  love  her  no  more; 
I'm  fix'd,  I'm  determin'd,  th'  Enchantment  is  o'er, 
Her  Pride  has  deceiv'd  me,  I'll  love  her  no  more: 
Yet  what  I've  refolv'd'my  Heart  whifpers  in  vain, 
For  a  Glance  from  her  Eyes  will  unman  me  again ; 
Yet  what  I've  refolv'd  my  Heart  whifpers  in  vain, 
For  a  Glance  from  her  Eyes  will  unman  me  again. 

SONG  CLIII. 
The  Happy  Meeting. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
A  S  Jamie  gay  gang'd  blithe  his  Way, 


A  bonny  Lafs,  as  ever  was, 
Came  tripping  o'er  the  Mead : 

The  hearty  Swain,  untaught  to  feign, 
The  buxom  Nymph  furvey'd  ; 

And  full  of  Glee,  as  Lad  could  be, 
Befpake  the  pretty  Maid, 


Along  the  Banks  of  Tweed; 
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Dear  Laflyy  tell,  why  by  thine  fei 

Thou  haft'ly  wand'reft  here  ? 
My  Ewes,  lhe  cry'd,  are  ftraying  wide; 

Can'fc  tell  me,  Laddy,  where  ? 
To  Town  ife  hie,  he  made  reply, 

Some  muckle  Sport  to  fee; 
But  thou'rt  To  fweet,  fo  trim  and  neat, 

Ife  feek  the  Ewes  with  thee. 

She  gin  her  Hand,  nor  made  a  Stand, 

But  lik'd  the  Youth's  Intent; 
O'er  Hill  and  Dale,  o'er  Plain  and  Vale, 

Right  merrily  they  went : 
The  Birds  fang  fweet  the  Pair  to  greet, 

And  Flowers  bloom'd  around; 
And  as  they  walk'd,  of  Love  they  talk'd, 

And  Joys  which  Lovers  erown'd. 
And  now  the  Sun  had  role  to  Noon, 

(The  Zenith  of  his  Pow'r,) 
When  to  a  Shade  their  Steps  they  made, 

To  pafs  the  mid-day  Hour: 
The  bonny  Lad  raw'd,  in  his  Plaid, 

The  Lafs  who  fcorn'd  to  frawn ; 
She  foon  forgot  the  Ewes  lhe  faught, 

And  he  to  gang  to  Town. 

SONG  CLIV. 
The  Words  from  Shakespear.  Sung  at  Ranelagh* 

COME,  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love, 
And  we  will  all  the  Pleafures  prove, 
That  Hills  and  Vallies,  Dales  and  Fields, 
And  all  the  craggy  Mountain  yields  ; 
There  will  we  lit  upon  the  Rocks, 
And  fee  the  Shepherds  feed  their  Flocks, 
Near  mallow  Rivers,  by  whofe  Falls 
Melodious  Birds  fing  Madrigals. 

Ther< 


There  willl  make  thee  Beds  of  Rofes, 
With  a  Thoufand  fragrant  Pcfies, 
A  Cap  of  Flowers,  with  a  Girdle 
Embroider'd  all  with  Leaves  of  Myrtle;. 
A  Gown  made  of  the  finefl  Wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  Lambs  we  pull. 
If  thefe  Delights  thy  Mind  may  move, 
Come,  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love. 

Fair  lined  Slipper  for  the  Cold, 
With- Buckles  of  the  pureft  Gold;,. 
A  Belt  of  Straw  with  Ivy  Buds,  - 
And  Coral  Clafps,  and  Silver  Studs: 
The  Shepherd  Swains  fhall  dance  and  fmg, 
For  thy  Delight,  each  May  Morning. 
If  thefe  Delights  thy  Mind  may  move, 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  Love. 

SONG  CLV. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

SAYS  Damon  to  Pbillis,  Suppofe  my  fond  Eyes 
Reveal  with  what  Ardour  I  glow, 
Reveal  with  what  Ardour  I  glow : 
Well,  what  if  they  do?  there's  no  Harm  fure,  (he  cries; 
I  can  but  deny  you,  you  know,  you  know; 
l  ean  but  deny  you,  you  know, 

Suppofe  I  fheuld  afk  of  thofe  Lips  a  fweet  Kifs, 

Say,  would  you  the  Favour  beftow  ? 

Say,  would  you  the  Favour  beftow? 
Lord  blefs  me !  faid  lhe,  what  a  Queftion  is  this ! 

I  can  but  deny  you,  you  know,  you  know ; 

I  can  but  deny  you,  you  know* 


Suppofe; 
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Suppofe,  not  contented,  I  ftill  afk  for  more, 
For  Pleafure  from  Pleafure  will  grow, 
For  Pleafure  from  Pleafure  will  grow; 

Suppofe  what  you  will,  flie  reply 'd  as  before, 
I  can  but  deny  you,  you  know,  you  know; 
I  can  but  deny  you,  you  know. 

Come  then,  my  dear  Lore,  to  the  Wood  let's  repair* 

Cry'd  Damon,  and  ofFer'd  to  go  ; 

Cry'd  Damon,  and  ofFer'd  to  go : 
No,  no,  with  a  Blum,  anfwer'd  Pbillis,  for  there 

I  could  not  deny  you,  you  know,  you  know  ; 

I  could  not  deny  you,  you  know. 

SONG  CLVI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh* 

MY  Kitty  cries,  Was  Damon  wife, 
His  PafTion  I'd  approve ; 
But  like  the  Bee,  fo  gay,  fo  free, 

He  merits  not  my  Love; 
From  Maid  to  Maid  his  Heart  has  ftray'd, 

Which  each  new  Face  has  won  ; 
My  Spirit's  great,  a  Share  I  hate, 
I'll  have  him  all  or  none. 

Her  Reas'ning  fuch,  I  woader  much, 

Herfelf  me  cannot  fee; 
For,  oh !  the  Fawn,  that  ikips  the  Lawn, 

Is  not  fo  wild  as  ihe : 
Each  am'rous  Swain  breath'd  out  his  Painj 

To  all  Ihe  lends  an  Ear  : 
The  Cafe  is  thus,  and  which  of  us 

In  Love's  moil  infincere  ? 
I  often  cry,  Dear  Kitty,  why 

Should  Youth  in  vain  be  fpent! 
In  Hymen's  Bands  let's  join  our  Hands, 

And  live  with  each  content:  But 
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But  her  Reply  commands  a  Sigh, 

'Tis  Damon,  patient  wait; 
Grow  wife  and  mend,  I'll  be  your  Friend, 

And  leave  the  reft  to  Fate. 

Ye  Pow'rs  above,  who  rule  o'er  Love, 

Our  giddy  Thoughts  confine; 
My  Heart  would  her  to  all  prefer, 

Wou'd  file  be  only  mine : 
She  thinks  'tis  ftrange !  that  I  Ihou'd  range: 

I  think  me  walles  her  Charms; 
And  plainly  fee,  we  lhan't  agree, 

'Till  in  each  other's  Arms. 

SONG  CLVII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  at  Vauxhall. 

OH !  what  Joys  does  Conqueft  yield, 
When,  returning  from  the  Field, 
In  triumphant  State  we  fee 
The  god-like  Hero  crown'd  with  Viftory ! 
Laurel  Wreaths  his  Head  furrounding, 

Banners  waving  in  the  Wind; 
Fame  her  golden  Trumpet  founding, 

Ev'ry  Voice  in  Chorus  joirt'd; 
All  uniting  to  proclaim 
Th'  immortal  Honours  of  his  Name. 


SONG  CLVIII. 
A  favourite  Cantata.    Set  by  Mr.  Stanley. 

T  7  HO'll  buy  a  Heart,  Myrtilla  cries* 
VV   And  throws  around  her  wanton  Eyes ; 
An  eafy  Shape,  a  graceful  Air, 
A  Face,  like  lovely  Hebe's,  fair; 
A  Pair  of  Eyes  that  wound  at  Sight, 
And  foil  theDi'mond's  piercing  Light? 

Come 
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Come  hither,  ye  that  long  to  prove 
The  Soul-enchanting  Joys  of  Love; 
Come,  quickly  come,  for  he 
Buys  that  bids  the  moil  for  me : 
But  let  no  fordid  Wretch  prefume, 
With  even  Crce/us*  Wealth  to  come, 
Nor  vainly  hope  for  Gems,  or  Gold, 
Such  Charms  as  thefe  can  e'er  be  fold; 
So  vile  a  Change  I  fcorn  to  make, 
For  Love's  the  only  Coin  I  take. 

SONG  CLIX. 
Sung  in  the  Shepherd's  Lottery. 

WHEN  Fairies  dance  round  on  the  Grafs* 
And  revel  to  Night's  awful  Noon, 
©  fay,  will  you  meet  me,  fweet  Lafs, 
All  by  the  clear  Light  of  the  Moon? 
My  Paffion  I  feek  not  to  fcreen  ; 

Then  can  I  refufe  you  your  Boon  ? 
I'll  meet  you  at  Twelve  on  the  Green, 
All  by  the  clear  Light  of  tile  Moon. 
I'll  meet  you  at  Twelve  on  the  Green, 
All  by  the  clear  Light  of  the  Moon, 
The  Nightingale  perch'd  on  a  Thorn, 

Then  charms  all  the  Plains  with  his  Tun©, 
And  glad  of  the  Abfence  of  Morn, 

Salutes  the  pale  Ligh  t  of  the  Moon : 
How  fweet  is  the  Jeflamine  Grove! 

And  fweet  are  the  Rofes  of  June ; 
But  fweeterthe  Language  of  Love, 

Breath'd  forth  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon. 
But  fweeter,  Esfc. 

Too  flow  rolls  the  Chariot  of  Day, 

Unwilling  to  grant  me  my  Boon : 
Away,  envious  Sunfhine!  away, 

Give  place  to  the  Light  of  the  Moon : 


I  ho  3 

But  fay,  will  you  never  deceive 

The  Lafs  who; ;  yon  conquer'd  too  foon,. 

And  leave  a  fof  t  Maiden  to  grieve 
Alone  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon  ? 

And  leave,  tffc, 

The  Planets  fhall  i\an  from  their  Spheres, 

Ere  I  prove  fo  fickle  a  Loon ; 
Believe  me,  Til  banifh  thy  Fears, 

Dear  Maid,  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon : 
Our  Loves  when  the  Shepherds  fhall  view, 

To  us  they  their  Pipes  fhall  attune, 
While  we  ourfoft  Pleafures  renew, 

Each  Night  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon : 
While  we  our  foft  Pleafures  renew, 

Each  Night  by  the  Light  of  the  Moon. 

S  O  N  G  CLX. 

C>OME  Roger  and  Nell,  come  Simkin  and  Bell, 
j     Each  Lad  with  his  Lafs  hither  come, 
With  Singing  and  Dancing,  in  Pleafure  advancing, 
To  celebrate  Harveft  Home : 

5Tis  Ceres  bids  play,  and  keep  Holiday, 
To  celebrate  Harveft  Home,  Harveft  Home, 
To  celebrate  Harveft  Home. 

Our  Labour  is  o'er,  our  Barns  in  full  Store 
Now  fwell  with  rich  Gifts  of  the  Land  ; 
Let  each  Man  then  take,  for  his  Prong  and  his  Rake, 
His  Can  and  his  Lafs  in  his  Hand : 
For  Ceres >  &c. 
No  Courtier  can  be  fo  happy  as  we, 

In  Innocence,  Paftime,  and  Mirth, 
While  thus  we  caroufewith  our  Sweetheart  orSpoufe, 
And  rejoice  o'er  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth, 
When  Ceres  bids  play  and  keep  Holiday, 
To  celebrate  Harveft  Home,  Harveft  Home,  , 
To  celebrate  Harveft  Home,  SONG 
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SONG  CLXf. 
Nancy  Dawson. 

0F4.U  Se  ?ids  m  0ur  Town, 

VjF  l  he  black,  the  fair,  the  red,  the  brown, 

That  dance  and  prance  it  up  and  down,  > 

There's  none  hke  Nancy  Da<wfon 
Her  eafy  Mien,  her  Shape  fo  neat, 
She  foots,  flie  trips,  fhe  looks  fo  fweets 
tier  every  Motion  is  complete  • 
I  die  for  Nancy  Daw/on. 

See  how  me  comes  to  give  Surprize, 
With  Joy  and  Pleafure  in  her  Eyes' 
To  give  Delight  fhe  always  tries. 

So  means  my  Nancy  Daw/on  : 
Was  there  no  Ta/k  t'obftrud  the  Way, 
No  bold,  nor  Houfe  fo  gay, 

A  Bet  of  fifty  Pounds  1  11  lay, 

That  I  gain'd  Nancy  Daw/on. 

See  how  the  Op'ra  tak  es  a  Run, 
Exceeding  Hamlet,  Uar,  or  Lun, 
Though  in  it  there  would  be  no  Fun, 

Was  t  not  for  Nancy  Da<wfon  : 
1  ho  iWand  Brent  charm  ey'ry  Ni?ht, 
And  Female  A«Ws  juftly  xidt 

And^andZ^p4fe^fgH 
Tis  crown'd  by  Nancy  Dawfin. 

See  little  Da«y  firutancl  puff, 
Pox  on  the  Op'ra  and  fuch  Stuff! 
My  Houfeis  never  full  en.  u»h  • 
A  Curfe  on  Nancy  Daw/on  /' 
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Tho*  G  he  has  had  his  Day, 

And  forc'd  the  Town  his  Laws  t'obey, 
Now  Johnny  Rich  is  come  in  Play, 
With  Help  of  Nancy  Dawfon. 


YE  Woods  and  ye  Mountains  unknown, 
Beneath  whofe  pale  Shadows  I  ftray  } 
To  the  Breaft  of  my  Charmer  alone 

Thefe  Sighs  bid  fweet  Echoes  convey  : 
Wherever  he  penfively  leans, 

By  Fountain,  or  Hill,  or  in  Grove  ; 
His  Heart  will  explain  what  me  means, 
Who  fings  both  from  Sorrow  and  Love, 
Who  fings  both  from  Sorrow  and  Love. 

More  foft  than  the  Nightingales  Song, 

Oh  1  waft  the  fad  Sound  to  his  Ear  ; 
Or  fay,  tho'  divided  fo  long, 

The  Friend  of  his  Bofom  is  near  : 
Then  tell  him  what  Years  of  Delight, 

Then  tell  him  what  Ages  of  Pain, 
I  felt  while  I  liv'd  in  his  Sight, 

I  feel  'till  I  fee  him  again, 

I  feel  'till  I  fee  him  again. 

SONG  CLXIII. 

FROM  thofe  eternal  Regions  bright, 
Where  Suns  that  never  fet  in  Night, 
DifFufe  the  golden  Day  ; 
Where  Spring,  unfading,  pours  around, 
O'er  all  the  Dew-impearled  Ground, 
Her  thoufand  Colours  gay, 
Her  thoufand  Colours  gay. 


SONG  CLXII. 
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The  Meflcngcr  of  Heav'n's  high  King 
I  come,  and  happy  Tidings  bring, 

To  chear  this  drooping  Me  : 
Behold  I  her  cruel  Foes  are  fled, 
Behold  !  fair  Freedom  lifts  the  Head, 
And  all  her  Children  fmile, 
And  all  her  Children  fmile. 

The  Dawn  that  now  unveils  her  Skies, 
Sees  England's  future  Glory  rile, 

A  better  Age  is  born  : 
Then  let  each  Voice  of  fprightly  Strain 
Around,  from  warbling  Hill  and  Plain, 

Hail  this  triumphant  Morn, 

Hail  this  triumphant  Morn. 


SONG  CLXIV. 
Jenny  of  the  Green. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

WHILE  others  ftrip  the  new-fallen  Snowy, 
And  fteal  its  Fragrance  from  the  Rofes 
1  o  drefs  their  Fancy's  Queen  - 
Fain  would  I  fing,  but  Words  are  faint, 
All  Mufic's  Powers  to  weak  to  paint 
My  Jenny  of  the  Green. 

Beneath  this  Elm,  be/Me  this  Stream, 
How  oft  I've  tun'd  the  fav'rite  Theme 
f nd  told  my  Tale  unfeea  ! 

5 l*^ithful  in  th*  Lover's  Cau&, 

£  VLmds  would  murmur  foft  Applaufe 
I  o  Jenny  of  the  Green. 

With  Joy  my  Soul  reviews  the  Day, 

^l^'i  in  *"  the  Prid*  of  May, 
■She  haii'd  the  Sylvan  Scene  j 

Then 
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Then  ev'ry  Nymph  that  hop'd  to  pleafe, 
Firft  ftrove  to  catch  the  Grace  and  bale 
Of  Jenny  of  the  Green, 

Then,  deaf  to  ev'ry  Rival's  Sigh, 
On  me  (he  caft  her  partial  Eye, 

Nor  fcorn'd  my  humble  Mien; 
The  fragrant  Myrtle  Wreath  I  wear, 
That  Day  adorn'd  the  lovely  Hair 

Of  Jenny  of  the  Green. 

Through  all  the  Fairy  Land  of  Love 
I'll  feek  my  pretty  wand'ring  Dove, 

The  Pride  of  gay  Fifteen; 
Though  now  me  treads  fomediftant  nam, 
Though  far  apart,  I'll  meet  again 

My  Jenny  of  the  Green, 

But  thou,  old  Time,  'till  that  blefs'd  Night 
That  brings  her  back  with  fpeedy  Flight, 

Melt  down  the  Hours  between; 
And  when  we  meet,  the  Lofs  repay, 
On  loit'ring  Wing  prolong  my  Stay 

With  Jenny  of  the  Green. 

SONG  CLXV. 

Sung  in  the  Mask  of  Alfred. 

YE  Warblers,  while  Strepbon  I  mourn, 
To  chear  me  your  Harmony  bring; 
Unlefs,  fince  my  Shepherd  is  gone, 

You  ceafe,  like  poor  Phillip  to  fing : 
Each  Flower  declines  its  fweet  Head, 
Nor  Odours  around  me  will  throw, 
While  ev'ry  foft  Lamb  on  the  Mead 
Seems  kindly  to  pity  my  Woe. 


Each 
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Each  rural  Amirfement  I  try 

In  vain  to  reflore  my  p  aft  Eafe- 
What  charm'd  when  my  Strepbon  was  by, 

Was  now  loft  the  Power  to  pleafe- 
Ye  Seafons  that  brighten  the  Grove' 

Bo??,'  lZlg  ^  IT  Abfence  we  mourn 
Hut  &r#&7«  negle&s  me  and  Love, 

He  roves,  and  will  never  return. 

As  gay  as  the  Spring  is  my  Dear, 

And  fvveet  as  all  Flowers  combined; 
His  §mileS  like  the  Summer  can  chear, 

Ah!  why  then,  like  Winter,  unkind? 
unkind  he  is  not,  I  can  prove, 

But  tender  to  others  can  be; 
To  Celt  a  and  Chloe  makes  love, 

And  only  is  cruel  to  me. 

SONG  CLXV. 
Roger,  and  Susan.    A  Dialogue, 
Stcng  at  Ranelagh. 
&.  §W*EJP  myDeareft,  while  thus  thou 

My  Life  is  a  Burthen,  my  Peace  you  deftroy • 
I  have  woo'd  thee  this  Twelvemonth,  Sfure 
tis  an  Age,  c 
Whikyou  keep  my  poor  Heart  like  aBirdin.a 
Like  a  Bird,  like  a  Bird,  like  a  Bird  in  a  Cage. 
iTLltT      n°     rC'  f0r  1      a*  too  youn£  • 
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He.  Ah!  Sufan,  remember,  not  three  Days  ago, 
When  toying  with  Colin,  you  very  well  know, 
Hovv  you  held  up  yoiw  Head  to  grant  him  a  Kiis ; 
Tho'  he  took  fix  for  one,  you  ne'er  took  it  amiis. 
Tho'  he  took,  &c. 

She.  I  cannot  difown  it,  yet  cannot  forget 

The  pert  Amaryllis,  that  little  Coquette; 
When  you  preit  her  Hand  ciofe,  I  was  not  fo 

blind>  r         Tv/r-  A 

As  not  to  perceive  I  was  out  of  your  Mind, 

As  not  to,  rdc. 

He.  Let's  leave  oiF  this  Wrangling,  my  pretty  fweet 

Sue ;  ,  . 

Ifwear,  by  the  Heav'ns,  I've  always  been  true: 
Come  give  me  your  Hand,  and  I  prithee  be  jutt; 
Confefs  that  you  love  me,  you  lhall,  and  you 

muft, 

Confefs  that  you,  &c. 

She  O  Roger!  yes  Roger  J  I'll  confefs  unto  thee, 
It  is  you  fill  my  Thoughts  wherever  you  be; 
I  own  I've  been  cruel,  and  cannot  relufe 
To  lend  thee  my  Hand  for  to  fallen  the  Noofe, 
To  lend  thee,  &c. 

Both.  And  now,  my  dear  Roger,  to  Church  let  us  go, 
And  haften  thofe  Joys  that  for  ever  lhall  flow: 
Kind  Hymen,  defend  us  from  Jealoufy's  Sting, 
'    And  each  coming  Day  lhall  new  Pleafures  bring, 
And  each  coming  Day  lhall  new  Pleafures  bring. 


SON 
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S  Oft  G  CLXVI. 

S7JV  L^ChamPnlS'  at  the  Theatre-Royal  /„ 
l>rury-L.ne,  ,„  tbt  Entertainment  called  Arcadia. 

;  Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 

Recitative. 

O  rlTY  W'  fe' a.t/^>'  Side 

l^a]y  Glft>  a  blooming  Brid- 
Bids  d  and  bleffing,  may  they  prove  S 
Life's  fecial  Blifs,  the  Source^?  Love 
When  Time  (hall  call  them  to  the  Skies 
May  Phcsnix  like,  their  .Offspring  rife  ' 

While°^  ;n-haP-P^n  ^PlSn.  ' 
While  Tiyrfii  in  his  Children  reigns. 

A  fond-Father's  Blifs  is  ^number  his  Race 

And  read  in  th e  Smiled ^  thk  lovM  M 

Men  of  Pleafures,  be  af  fj»  g^Jfc*.  again. 

Wh-weloekeno^ 

Thus  loving  we  live,  and  thus  loving  enjoy. 

H  2  SONG 
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SONG  CJ-XVII. 

May  Eve,  or  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

5//  by  Mr.  Battifliill,  and  Jung  by  Mifs  Polly  Yo*n£ 
at  VauxhalL 

THE  Silver  Moon's  enamourM  Beam 
Steals  foftly  through  the  Night, 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  Stream, 

And  kifs  refte&ed  Light: 
To  Courts  be  gone  \  Heart-foothing  Sleep, 

Where  you've  fo  feldom  been, 
Whilft  I  May's  wakeful  Vigil  keep 

With  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 
The  Nymphs  and  Swains  expectant  wait, 

In  Primrofe  Chaplets  gay, 
Till  Morn  unbars  her  Golden  Gate, 

And  gives  the  promis'd  May : 
The  Nymphs  and  Swains  ihall  all  declare 

The  promis'd  May,  when  feen, 
Not  half  fo  fragrant,  half  fo  fair, 
As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

I'll  tune  my  Pipe  to  playful  Notes, 

And  roufe  yon  nodding  Grove, 
Till  new-wak-d  Birds  dittend  their  Throats, 

And  hail  the  Maid  I  love: 
At  her  Approach  the  Lark  miftakes, 

And  quits  the  new-drefs'd  Green; 
Fond  Birds,  'tis  not  the  Morning  breaks, 

5Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Now  -blitheforae  o'er  the  dewy  Mead, 

Where  Elves  difportrve  Play, 
The  feflal  Dance  young  Shepherds  lead, 

Or  fing  their  lovc-tun'd  Lay, 

Ti 
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Tilt  May  in  Morning-Robe  draws  nieh, 

And  claims  a  Virgin-Queen ; 
The  Nymphs  and  Swains  exulting-  cry 

"  Here's  Kate  ot  Aberdeen  " 

S  O  N  G  CLXVIII. 
Chloe.    Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

MY  Chloe  feen,  Love's  Tranfports  ftolc, 
And  feiz'd  me  by  Surprize  • 
Then  wonder  not,  I  loft  my  Soul,  ' 

Led  captive  by  her  Eyes. 
Yet  unconcern'd  the  Fair-one  views 
The  Anguilh  of  my  Heart, 
;  And  (dead  to  Pity)  does  refufe 
To  heal  the  wounded  Part. 

Oh!  partial  Fate,  that  did  ordain 

That  Chloe  thus  mould  have 
Domitianh  Pow'r  to  give  the  Pain 

Without  one  Wim  to  fave:  ' 
Isitnotjuft,  who  raife  Defire, 

Should  foften  Love's  Alarms  > 
For  where  mould  kindled  Love  expire 

But  in  my  Chloe's  Arms?  ' 

SONG      CLXIX.  ' 
Female  Advice. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battiflull. 

PUR^U].^G  Bcattt*  Mpndefcry 

The  Treafures  of  the  Land  of  Love 
H3 
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We  Women,  like  weak  Indians,  ftand, 

Inviting  from  our  Golden  Coaft 
The  wand'ring  Rovers  to  our  Land  ; 

But  me  who  trades  with  them  is  loft. 

With  humble  Vows  they  ftrft  begin, 

Stealing  unfeen  into  the  Heart; 
But,  by  Pofleffion  fettled  in, 

They  quickly  ad  another  Part. 

For  Beads  and  Baubles  we  refign 

In  Ignorance  our  mining  Store, 
Difcover  Nature's  richeft  Mine, 

And  yet  the  Tyrants  will  have  moreJ 

Ye  Fair,  take  heed,  forbear  to  try 

How  Men  can  court,  or  you  be  won ; 

For  Love  is  but  Difcovery, 

When  that  is  made,  the  r  leafure's  done* 

SONG  CLXX. 

The  Lost  Shepherd. 

«  Set  by  Mr,  BattiOiill. 

T7»  O  R  a  lovely  bright  Nymph ,  that's  cruel  as  fair, 

I  figh,  and  I  .pine,  and  1  die  with  Defpair; 
She  rejects  my  fond  Love,  fiies  and  leaves  me  behind  ; 
She's  bright  as  the  Day,  but  falfe  as  the  Wind. 

Ye  Shepherds,  take  heed,  and  (hun  the  falfe  Maid; 
Take  Warning  by  me,  or  like  me  be  betray'd. 
Ye  Swains,  O  beware,  and  far  from  her  fly, 
Foj.  if  ye  but  fee  her,  like  me  ye  mult  die. 

SONG 
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SONG  CLXXI. 
The  Joys  of  Harvest. 
iet  by-  Mr.  Battifhill. 
^M^^  Pleafure  unbound  refounds  o'er  the  Plain-, 
X^l  -And  brightens  the  Smiles  of  the  Damfels  and 
Swains, 

As  they  follow  the  laft  Team  of  Harveft  along, 
And  end  all  their  Toils  with  a  Dance  and  a  Song: 
Pcffefs'd  of  the  Plenty  that  hleffes  the  Year, 
Bleak  Winter's  Approach  they  behold  without  Fear, 
And  when  Tempefts  rattle  and  Hurricanes  roar,x 
Enjoy  what  they  have,  and  ne'er  languiih  for  more. 

'  Dear  Chloe,  from  them  let  us  learn  to  be  wife, 
And  ufe  every  Moment  of  Life  as  it  files; 
Gay  Youth  is  the  Spring-time,  which  all  muft  ivfe 
prove 

For  Summer  to  ripen  an  Harveft  of  Love: 
Our  Hearts  then  a  provident  Care  mould  engage, 
To  lay  Friend/hip  in  St<£  for  the  Winter  of  Age, 
Whofe  Frowns  fhall  difarm  ev'n  Chloe's  bright  Eye, 
Damp  the  Flame  in  my  Bofom,  and  pall  ev'ry  joy. 

SONG  CLXXII. 
Inconstancy  PvEquited. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battiftiill. 

FROM  Nymph  to  Nymph  my  Heart  had  rov'd* 
The  Brown,  the  Fair,  my  Flame  approv'd; 
The  Pert,  the  Proud,  by  T  urns  have  lov'd, 

And  kindly  filPd  my  Arms. 
I  danc'd,  I  fang,  I  talk'd,  I  toy'd  ; 
While  this  I  woo'd  I  that  enjoy'd; 
And  ere  the  Kind  with  Kindnefs  cloy'd, 
The  Coy  refign'd  her  Charms. 

H  4  But 
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But  now,  alas !  thofe  Days  are  done, 
The  Wrong'd  are  all  reveng'd  by  one 
Who  like  a  frighted  Bird  is  flown, 

Yet  leaves  her  Image  here  : 
Oh!  could  I  yet  her  Heart  recall, 
Before  her  Feet  my  Pride  fhould  fall, 
And  for  her  Sake,  forfaking  all, 

I'd  fix  for  ever  there, 

SONG  CLXXIII. 
Advice  from  Experience 
Set  by  Mr.  Eattifhill. 

I Smile  at  Love  and  all  its  Arts, 
The  charming  Cynthia  cry'd. 
Take  heed,  for  Love  has  piercing  Dart$a 
A  wounded  Swain  reply'd. 

Once  free  and  bleft,  as  you  are  now* 

I  trifled  with  his  Chams  ; 
I  pointed  at  his  little  Bow, 

And  fported  with  his  Arm*. 

Till  urgM  too  far,  Revenge  !  he  cries  5 

A  fatal  Shaft  he  drew; 
It  took  its  Paffage  thro'  your  Eyes, 

And  to  my  rfeart  it  flew. 

To  tear  it  thence,  I  try'd  in  vain; 

To  itrive,  I  quickly  found, 
Was  only  to  increafe  the  Pain, 

And  to  enlarge  the  Wound. 

Ah  !  much  too  Well,  I  fear,  you  know 

What  Pain  I'm  to  endure; 
Since  what  your  Eyes  alone  could  do, 

Your  Heart  alone  could  cure. 
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And  that,  (grant  Heav'n  I  may  miftake) 

I  doubt,  is  doorn'd  to  bear 
A  Burden  for  another's  Sake, 

Who  ill  rewards  the  Care.  >** 

SONG  CLXXIV. 
Clarinda.    Set  by  Mr.  BattifhilL 

PH  A  W  !  tell  me  no  more  of  the  Lily, 
The  Vi'let,  Carnation,  and  Rofe  j 
You  never  can  think  me  fo  filly, 

To  match  my  Clarinda  with  thofe. 
The  Lily,  all  beauteous  To-day, 

To-morrow  will  wither  and  fade; 
Pinks,  Rofes,  and  Vi'lets  decay  ;., 
Not  fo  my  adorable  Maid. 

Her  Charms  unimpaired  will  endure,. 

Bloom  brighter  and  brighter  each  Day,;. 
For  Virtue  and  Candour  are  fure 

In  their  Nature,. and, never  decay.. 

S  O  N  G  CLXXV. 
A  L  o  v  e    Rhapsod  y.. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 

ALAS!  my  Heart,- mv  doatin^  Heart,  - 
By  foolifli  fond  Deiire  betray'd; 
Thou  tafc'ft  my  fair  Tormentor's  Part, 
And  giv'ft  my  Foe  a  Rebel's  Aid. 

In  Doubt  Hive  :  Diftrafiing  Pain, 
And  Fear  and  Hope  divide  my  Breaft; 

I  vvifh,  unwim,  and  wifh  again, 

Nor  with  her,  nor  without  her,  bleli, 

H  5  Oh 
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Oh!  tell  me,  C«//V,  wanton  Boy, 
Thou  Source  of  ev'ry  foft  Defire, 

Why  doft  thou  mix  with  Pain  thy  Joy, 
And  various  Paflions  thus  infpire. 

Say,  when  the  Soul  in  Rapture  ftrays, 

Deluded  with  its  eafy  Thrail, 
Oh  !  Love,  does  this  thy  Triumph  raife, 

To  dalh  the  pleafing  Cup  with  Gall? 

SONG  CLXXVI. 
The  Inamorata.    Set  by  Mr.  BattifhilL 

IS  Chora  then  my  own  ? 
Oh,  the  Joy  beyond  exprefiing! 
Fickle  Fortune,  fmile  or  frown, 
Still  I'm  happy,  her  poffeffing. 

Deck'd  with  each  bewitching  Charm* 
Ev'ry  Look  and  Motion's  taking  ; 

She  has  Eyes  the  Dead  might  warm  ; 
When  fhe  talks,  an  Angel's  fpeaking. 

Hither  from  ldalian  Groves, 

Hither  come,  ye  Smiles  and  Graces, 
With  a  Thoufand  little  Loves 

To  affift  our  fond  Embraces. 
Hafte,  the  downy  Couch  prepare; 

All  unwelcome  Guefts  retreating, 
Banim  Noife,  and  Pain  and  Care, 

Fleafure  only  leave  in  Waiting. 

SONG  CLXXVIL 
Love's  Elegy.    Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 

FAREWELL,  Iantbe,  fiaithlefs  Maid, 
Source  of  my  Grief  and  Pain; 
Who  with  fond  Hopes  my  Heart  betray 'd, 
And  fann'd  Love's  kindling  Flame, 
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Yet  gave  from  me  thy  Hand,  this  Morn, 

To  Ccrydonh  rich  Heir, 
Who  with  gay  Veftments  did  adorn 

Thee,  falfe,  yet  beauteous  Fair. 

Adieu,  my  native  Soil ;  ye  Vales, 

High  Woods,  and  tufted  Hills  : 
Adieu,  ye  Groves  and  flow'ry  Dales, 

Clear  Streams  and  cryftal  Rills  : 
Adieu  ;  ye  bring  into  my  Mind 

Thofe  pari,  thofe  happy  Days, 
When  Iphis  found  Ianthe  kindj 

And  Pleafure  ftrew'd  his  Way. 

Ere  Dawn  my  homely  Steps  I'll  bend, 

Where  diltant  Mountains  rife, 
In  Hopes  that  Reafon  there  may  fend 
That  Aid  me  here  denies. 


That  Time  and  Abfence  may  efface 
Her  Image  from  my  Brea#, 


maintains  a  Place, 


SONG  CLXXVIII. 
Retirement. 


Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 


FAREWELL  the  fmoaky  Town,  adieu 
Each  rude  and  fenfual  lov  : 


How 
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How  happy  is  the  humble  Cell, 

How  blelf.  the  deep  Retreat, 
Where  Sorrow's  Billows  never  fwell, 

Nor  Pamonrs  Tern  pelts  beat  ! 
But  fafely  thro*  the  Sea  of  Life, 

Calm  Reafon  wafts  us  o'er, 
Free  from  Ambition,  Noife,  and  Strife,. 

To  Death's  eternal  Shore. 

SONG  CLXXIX. 

Love  our  greatest  Blessing, 

Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

TXEPRI  V'D  of  Love  and  all  its  Joys, 
'  JL/     Jn  vaiR  we  boar!  Content ; 
All  other  Pleafures  are  but  Toys, 

Nor  for  the  Heart  were  meant. 
Indifference  to  recommend, 

Dull  Reafon,  then  forbear, 
Till  you  a  Blifs  have  Pow'r  to  fend*. 

That  can  with  this  compare. 

SONG  CLXXX. 

The    Prudent  Lover. 

Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

T  U  C I N  D  A  once  my  Soul  poffefs'd,. 

And  triumph'd  o'er  my  Heart; 
Each  Hour  was  tranquil,  calm,  and  blefs'd* 

'Twas  more  than  Death  to  part.  : 
No  jealous  Fears  intruding  came, 

No  anxious  Doubts  t'annoy; 
Our  Thoughts,  our  Hopes  were  all  the  fame* 

All  Tranfport,  Love,*  and  Joy. 
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But  foon  the  blifsful  Scene  was  o'er,. 

For  foon  Hie  fickle  prov'd, 
And  left  the  Shepherd  to  deplore 

The  Lofs  of  her  he  Iov;d. 
Yet  think  not  that  for  thee  I  grieve,, 

Or  pine  at  thy  Difdain  ; 
There  needs  no  Comfort  to  relieve^ 

Nor  Balm  to  heal  my  Pain. 

For  when  I  think  how  falfe  thou  art, 

I  thank  the  Gods  above, 
Who  gave  me  Pow'r  to  wean  my  Heart 

From  thy  inconftani  Love. 
But  this,  Luanda,  this  expect,. 

Rewarded  thou  malt  be  ; 
Thou  too,  falfe  Maid,  (hah  meet  Negle&i 

While  I  am  bleft  and  free. 

S  O  N  G  CLXXXr. 
The    Remonstranc  £  « 
Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

UNGRATEFUL  Love,  thus  ev'ry  Hour 
To  puniih  me  by  her  Difdain  -y 
You  tyrannize  to  (hew  your  Pow'r, 
And  me  to  triumph  in  my  Pain. 
You,  who  can  laugh  at  human  Woes, 

And  Victims  to  her  Pride  decree, 
On  me,  your  yielding  Slave,  impofe 

Your  Chains,  and  leave  the  Rebel  free. 
How  fatal  are  your  poifon'd  Darts  L 

Her  conquering  Eyes  the  Trophies  boaft, 
While  you  enfnare  poor  wand'ring  Hearts, 
That  in  her  Charms  and  Scorn  are  loft. 


-  Impious 
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Impious  and  cruel,  you  deny 

A  Death,  to  eafe  me  of  my  Care ; 

Which  me  delays,  to  make  me  try 
The  Force  of  ' Beauty  and  Defpair. 

SONG  CLXXXJI. 
Love    ill   Re  qjj  i  t  e  d. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battifhill. 

SWATN,  thy  hopelefs  Paffion  fmother, 
Perjur'd  Calia  loves  another. 
In  his  Arms  I  faw  her  lying, 
Panting,  killing,  trembling,  dying ; 
There  the  fair  Deceiver  fwore, 
As  fhe  did  to  you  before. 

Oh !  faid  you,  when  fhe  deceives  me, 
When  that  conftant  Creature  leaves  me, 
Jfis  Waters  back  fhall  fly, 
And  leave  their  oozy  Channel  dry. 
Turn,  ye  Waters,  leave  your  Shore, 
Perjur'd  C#lia  loves  no  more. 

SONG  CLXXXIII. 

Sung  in  the  Majk  of  Alfred, 

A Youth,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  Art, 
To  warm  and  win  the  coldell  Heart, 
In  fecret  mine  pofTeft, 
In  .fecret  mine  poiTeft  : 
The  Morning  Bud  that  fairefl  blows, 
The  vernal  Oak  that  Itraiteft  grows, 
His  Face  and  Shape  expreft, 
His  Face  and  Shape  expreft. 
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In  moving  Sounds  he  told  his  Tale, 
Soft  as  the'Sighings  of  the  Gale, 

That  wakes  the  ilow'ry  Year, 

That  wakes, 
What  Wonder  he  "could  charm  with  Eafe, 
Whom  happy  Nature  form'd  to  pleafe, 

Whom  Love  had  made  fmcere  ? 

Whom  Love,  &c. 

At  Morn  he  left  me  fought  and  feilj 

The  fatal  Ev'ning  heard  his  Knell, 

And  faw  the  Tears  I  fhed, 

And  faw  the  Tears  I  fhed, 
Tears  that  mull  ever,  ever  fall ; 
For  ah  !  no  Sighs  the  paft  recall, 

No  Cries  awake  the  Dead, 

No  Cries  awake  the  Dead. 


SONG  CLXXXIV. 
The  Dust-Cart.    J  favourite  Cantata. 
Recitative. 

AS  tink'ring  T im  thro'  Streets  his  Trade  did  cry, 
He  faw  his  lovely  Sylvia  palling  by ; 

^•DuU^"Carthig]l  advariC'd>  the  Nymph  was  plac'd, 
With  the  rich  Cinders  round  her  lovely  Waift- 
Tom  with  uplifted  Hands  th'  Occasion  bleflr, 
And  thus,  in  foothing  Strains,  the  Maid  addreft* 
Air. 

O  Sylvia,  while  you  drive  your  Cart, 
To  pick  up  Dull,  you  fteal  our  Hearts, 
You  take  up  Duft,  and  Heal  our  Hearts: 
That  mine  is  gone,  alas!  is  true, 
And  dwells  among  the  Duft  with  you, 
And  dwells  among  the  Duft  with  you*: 

4  Ah! 
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Ah  !  lovely  Sylvia,  eafe  my  Pain; 
Give  me  my  Heart,  you  ftole,  again; 
Give  me  my  Heart,,  out  of  your  Cart;, 
Give  me  my  Heart,  you  Hole,  again.. 

Rrcitative. 
Sylvia,,  advanc'd  above  the  Rabble  Rout, 
Exulting  rolPd  her  fparkling  Eyes  about ; 
She  heav'd  her  fwelling  Breaft,,  as  black  as  Sloe,. 
And  look'd  Difdain  on  little  Folks  below: 
To  Tom  ihe  nodded,,  as.  the  Cart  drew  on, 
And  then,  refolv'd.td»fpeak,  me  cry 'd,  Stop,  John. 

Am. 

Shall  I,  who  ride  above  the  reft,. 
Be  by  a  paltry  Croud  oppreft  ?. 
Ambition  now  my  Soul  does  fire;. 
The  Youths  fhall  languifh  and  admire, 
And  ev'ry  Girl  with  anxious  Heart 
Shall  long  to  ride  in  my  Duft-Cart, 
And  ev'ry  Girl  with  anxious  Heart 
Shall  long  to  ride  in  my  Duft-Cart., 

S  O  N  G  CLXXXV.. 
Duet. 

Set  by  Mr.  Handel.    Sung  by  Mr..  Beard  and  Mifs 
Young. 

WHEN  Fhcsbm  the  Tops  of  the  Hills  does 
adorn, 

How  fweet  is  the  Sound  of  the  echoing  Horn ! 
When  the  antling  Stag  is  rouz'd  with  the  Sound, 
Ereftmg  his  Ears,  nimbly  fweeps  o'er  the  Ground, 
And  thinks  he  has  left  us  behind  on  the  Plain : 
But  fiill  we  purfue,  and  now  come  in  View  of  the 
glorious  Game* 

*  O 
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O  fee  how  again  he  rears  up  his  Mead, 
And  winged  with  Fear,  he  redoubles  his  Speed: 
But,  oh  !  'tis  in  vain  that  he  flies, 
That  his  Fyes  lofe  the  Huntfman,  his  Ears  lofe  the 
Cries : 

For  now  his  Strength  fails  him,  he  heavily  flies, 
And  he  pants  till  with  well-fccnted  Hounds  fur- 
rounded  he  dies. 


w1 


SONG  CLXXXVI. 

Sung  in  the  Country  Lasses. 

HEN  the  Rofe  is  in  Bud,  and  blue  Vi'lets 
blow, 

And  the  Birds  fing  us  Love-Songs  on  ev'ry  Bough; 
When  Cowflips  and  Daifies,  and  Daffodils  fpread, 
Adorning,  perfuming,  the  flowery  Mead  ; 
Our  cleanly  Milk-Pail 
Is  fillM  with  brown  Ale; 
Our  Table,  our  Table's  the  Grafs: 
There  we  fit,  and  we  fing, 
And  we  dance  in  a  Ring, 
And  every  Lad  has  his  Lafs ; 
There  we  fit  and  we  fing,  and  we  dance  in  a  RW 

And  every  Lad,  every  Lad  has  his  Lafs. 
When  without  the  Plough  the  fat  Oxen  do  low, 
I  he  Lads  and  the  LafTes  a  Shecp-fliearinjr  eo: 
Our  Shepherd  fhears  his  jolly,  jolly  Fleece, 
Wow  much  richer  than  that  which  they  fay  was  m 
Greece  / 

'Tis  our  Cloth,  and  our  Food, 
And  our  politic  Blood  ; 
'Tis  the  Seat  which  our  Nobles  all  fit  on  • 
'Tis  a  Mine  above  Ground, 
■    ^  Where  our  Treafure's  all  found, 

Tis  the  Gold,,  and  the  Silver  of  Britain; 

'Tis 
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'Tis  a  Mine  above  Ground,  where  our  Treafure's 

all  found, 

'Tis  the  Gold,  and  the  Silver  of  Britain. 

SONG  CLXXXVIL 
In  the  Oratorio  of  Susanna. 

AS  K  if  yon  Damafk  Rofe  is  fweet 
That  fcents  the  ambient  Air ; 
Then  alk  each  Shepherd  that  you  meet, 
If  dear  Su/anna's  fair. 

Say,  will  the  Vulture  quit  his  Prey, 

And  warble  thro'  the  Grove? 
Bid  wanton  Linnets  quit  the  Spray, 

Then  doubt  thy  Shepherd's  Love; 

The  Spoils  of  War  let  Heroes  fhare, 

Let  Pride  in  Splendor  fhine  ; 
Ye  Bards,  unenvied  Laurels  wear, 

Be  fair  Sufanna  mine. 

SONG  CLXXXVIIL 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

T  TO  W  blithe  was  I  each  Morn  to  fee 
X  JL      My  Swain  come  o'er  the  Hill ! 
He  leap'd  the  Brook,  and  flew  to  me; 

I  met  him  with  good  Will: 
I  neither  wanted  Ewe,  nor  Lamb, 
When  his  Fiocks  near  me  lay  ; 
He  gather'd  in  my  Sheep  at  Night, 
And  chear'd  me  all  the  Day. 

Oh!  the  Broom,  the  bonny  Broom, 

Where  loft  was  my  Repofe ; 
I  wifh  I  was  with  my  dear  Swain, 
With  his  Pipe  and  my  Ewes. 

He 
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He  tun'd  his  Pipe  and  Reed  fo  fweet, 

The  Birds  Hood  M'ning  by; 
The -fleecy  Flock  flood  Rill  and  gaz'd, 

Charm'd  with  his  Melody  : 
While  thus  we  fpent  our  Time,  by  turns 

Betwixt  our  Flocks  and  Play, 
I  envy'd  not  the  fairefl:  Dame, 

Tho'  e'er  To  rich  and  gay. 
Oh !  the  Broom,  &c. 

He  did  oblige  me  ev'ry  Hour 5 

Cou'd  I  but  faithful  he? 
He  Hole  my  Heart;  cou'd  I  refufe 

Whatever  he  aJk'd  of  me? 
Hard  Fate!  that  I  muft  baniuVd  be, 

Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 
Becaufe  I  lov'd  the  kindefl  Swain 
That  ever  yet  was  born. 

Oh  !  the  Broom,  the  bonny  Broom, 

vVhere  loft  was  my  Repofe  ; 
I  wifh  I  was  with  my  dear  Swain, 
With  his  Pipe  and  my  Ewes. 

SONG  CLXXXIX. 
Sung  at  Vauxhall;    Set  by  Dr.  Arne, 

SURE  Sally  is  the  lovelieft  Lafs  ' 
That  e'er  gave  Shepherd  Glee ; 
Not  7%~Day,  in  its  Morning- Drefs, 

Is  half  fo  fair  as  ihe : 
Let  Poets  paint  the  Paphian  Queen, 

And  fancy'd  Forms  adore  ; 
Ye  Bards,  had  ye  my  Sally  feen, 
You'd  think  on  thofe  no  more. 
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No  more  ye'd  prate  of  Hyhlah  Hill,. 

Where  Bees  their  Honey  fip, 
Did  ye  but  know  the  Sweets  that  dwell 

On  Sallys  Love-taught  Lip  : 
But,  ah  !  take  heed,  ye  tuneful  Swains* 

The  ripe  Temptation  fhun  ; 
Or  elfe  like  me  you'll  wear  her  Chains* 

Like  me  you'll  be  undone. 

Once  in  my  Cot  fecure  I  flepr* 

And  Larjc-like  haii'd  the  Morn  ; 
More  fportive  than  the  Kid  I  kept, 

I  wanton'd  o'er  the  Lawn  ; 
To  ev'ry  Maid  Love- Tales  I  told* 

And  did  my  Truth  aver  ; 
Yet  ere  the  parting  Kifs  was  cold 

I  laugh'd  at  Love  and  her. 

But  now  the  gloomy  Grove  I  feek, 

Where  Love-lorn  Shepherds  ftray ; 
There  to  the  Winds  my  Grief  I  fpeak, . 

And  figh  my  Soul  away  : 
Nought  but  Defpair  my  Fancy  paints, 

No  Dawn  of  Hope  I  fee  ; 
For  Sallf  s  pleas'd  with  my  Complaints* 

And  laughs  at  Love  and  me. 

Since  thefe  my  poor  negle&ed  Lambs, 

So  late  my  only  Care, 
Have  loft  their  tender  fleecy  Dams, 

And  ftray 'd  I  know  not  where  : 
Alas !  my  Ewes,  in  vain  ye  bleat ; 

My  Lambkins  loft,  adieu  ! 
No  more  we  on  the  Plains  fhall  meet*; 

For  loft's  your  Shepherd  too. 


SONG 
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SONG  CXC. 

Sung  by  Mi/s  Stevenfon. 

A Dawn  of  Hope  my  Soul  revives, 
And  banifhes  Defpair  j 
If  yet  my  deareft  Damon  lives, 

Make  him,  ye  Gods,  your  Care. 
Difpel  thefe  gloomy  Shades  of  Nieht 
My  tender  Grief  remove  ;  ' 
Oh  !  fend  fome  chearing  Ray  of  Light, 

And  guide  me  to  my  Love. 
Thus,  in  a  fecret  friendly  Shade, 

The  penfive  Calia  mourn'd, 
While  courteous  Echo  lent  her  Aid, 
And  Sigh  for  Sigh  return'd.  , 

When  fudden,  Damon's  well-known  Face 

bach  nnng  Fear  difarms,  " 
He  eager  fprings  to  her  Embrace, 
ohe  finks  into  his  Arms. 

SONG  CXCI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce.    %ke  WorJs  by  Mr.  Moore. 

H°  W  bieLowany  TimC  b6Cn  !  What  DayS  have 
Since  Wedlock's  foftBondage  made  Jefy  my  own  » 
So  joyful  my  Heart  is,  fo  eafy  my  Chaf    7      "  ' 
Tha  Freedom  ,s  tafclefs,  and  Roving  a  Pain, 
That  Freedom  is  taltelefs,  and  Roving  a  Pain. 
Thro' Walks  grown  with  Woodbines,  as  often  we  ftra  v 
Around  us  our  Boys  and  Girls  frolic  and  p  ay  7> 

And"  l°o"ZX.  L°°kS  fr°m  ^  ^  mC> 

To 
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To  try  her  fweet  Temper  oft'times  am  I  feen 
In  Revels  all  Day  with  the  Nymphs  of  the  Green; 
Tho'  painful  my  Abfence,  my  Doubts  (he  beguiles, 
And  mee'ts  me  at  Night  with  Compliance  and  Smiles, 
And  meets,  Effr. 

What  though  on  her  Cheeks  the  Rofe  lofes  its  Hue, 
Her  Eafe  and  Good-Humour  bloom  all  the  Year 
through  : 

Time  ftill,  as  he  flies,  adds  Increafe  to  her  Truth, 
And  gives  to  her  Mind  what  he  fteals  from  her  Youth, 
And  gives,  &c* 

Ye  Shepherds  fo  gay,  who  make  love  to  infnare,  ^ 
And  cheat  with  falfe  Vows  the  too  credulous  Fair ; 
In  Search  of  true  Pleafure,  how  vainly  you  roam  I 
To  hold  it  for  Life,  you  mult  find  it  at  home  ; 
To  hold' it  for  Life,  you  ;muft  find  it  at  home. 

SONG  CXCII. 
Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

SINCE  Jenny  thinks  mean  'her.  Heart's  Love  to 
deny,  .  .  „ 

And  Peggy's  uneafy  when  Harry's  not  by  ;  I 
I  will  own,  without  blufhing,.  were  all  the  World  by, 
That  Willys  the  Lad,  the  Lad  for  me,- 
That  Willy's  the  Lad,  the  Lad  for  me. 

He  brought  me  a  Wreath  which  his  Hand  did  com- 

pofe, 

Where  the  Dale-loving  Lily  was  twin'd  with  the  Rofe ; 
Young  Myrtle  in  Sprigs  did  the  Border inclofe. 

And  Willy's  the  Lad,  the  Lad  for  me, 

And  Will/*,  Sec. 
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By  Myrtle,  laid  he,  is  my  Paffion  exprefs'd  ; 
IS  *    r  ,   e/°U4f  ipS'  in  V™&™  isdrefs'd- 
Breaft         Whuenefs  wo^  vie  with  your 

-ga;d    c&dfeiabrrre ! 

AnW  the  Lad'  the  Lad  for  me, 

And  Willy\,  Sec. 

Beneath  a  tall  Beech,  and  reclin'd  on  his  Crook 

And  mays- the  Lad,  the  Lad  forme' 

SONG  CXCIII. 
I*  Comus. 
Recitative. 

HOW  gentle  was  my  Damon's  Air  I  , 
Like  funny  Beams  his  golden  Hair- 
His  Voice  was  like  the  Nighlngale's  ' 
More  fweet  his  Breath  thai  iiow'ry  Vales  • 
How  hard  fuch  Beauties  to  refiTJ  VakS  ' 

How  hard  fuch  Beauties  to  reiiCT  « 
And  yet  that  cruel  Tafk  is  mine.  ' 

Aik. 
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On  ev'ry  Hill,  in  ev'ry  Grove, 
Along  the  Margin  of  each  Stream, 

Dear  confcious  Scenes  of  former  Love, 
I  mourn,  and  Damon  is  my  Theme  : 

The  Hills,  the  Groves,  the  Streams  remain, 

But  Damon  there  1  feek  in  vain  ; 

The  Hills,  MV. 

From  Hill,  from  Dale,  each  Charm  is  fled  ; 
Groves,   Flocks  and  Fountains  pleafe  no 
more ; 

Each  Flow'r  in  Pity  droops  its  Head  ; 

All  Nature  does  my  Lofs  deplore  : 
All,  all  reproach  the  faithlefs  Swain, 
Yet  Damon  ftill  I  feek  in  vain  ; 
All,  all,  {Sfr. 

Now  to  the  moffy  Cave  I  fly, 

Where  to  my  Swain  I  oft  have  fung, 

Well  pleas'd  the  browfing  Goats  to  fpy, 
As  o'er  the  airy  Steep  th/y  hung : 

The  moffy  Cave,  the  Goats  remain, 

But  Damon  there  I  feek  in  vain  ; 

The  moffy,  j&fr. 

Now  thro'  the  winding  Vale  I  pafs, 
And  figh  to  fee  the  well-known  Shade ; 

I  weep  and  kifs  the  bended  Grafs, 

Where  Love  and  Damon  fondly  play'd  : 

The  Vale,  the  Shade,  the  Grafs  remain, 

But  Damon  there  I  feek  in  vain  ; 

The  Vale,  the  Shade,  the  Grafs  remain, 

But  Damon  there  I  feek  in  vain. 


3 


S  O  N  C 


Re. 


She. 


r  '69  3 

SONG  CXCIV. 
Damon  and  Sylvia.    A  Dialogue. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

DE A  R  Syhia,  no  longer  my  PaflIon  defpife 
Nor  arm  thus  with  Terror  thofe  beauti-' 
ful  Eyes, 

Nor  arm  thus  with  Terror  thofe  beautiful  Eyes'- 
They  become  not  Difdain,  but  moli  charm  ^ 
would  prove,  * 
If  once  they  were  foften'd  with  Smiles  and  with 

If  once  they  we're  foften'd  with  Smiles  and  with 
While  I  witha  Smile  can  each  Shepherd  fubdue, 

ot£r;,I&rftnotbefoften'db>'^ 

Nor  fondly  give  np>  in  an  drf  R 

?hh:See,°U:Women' 

Tho'  Power,  my  Dear,  be  to  Deities  siv'n 
Ye  generous  Pity's  the  Darling  0f  SJv'n 
Yet  generous,  fcfr.  6     "cav  n.» 

Oh  then  be  that  Pity  extended  to  me, 
Til  S2!;g-k-wledge  noGoddefs  but  thee. 

And  only/  4   ^  y0U  a  SniiIe> 

1 


:&. 
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Sbe.  Well  then,  faithful  Swain,  I'll  examine  my 
Heart, 

And  if  it  be  poffible,  grant  you  a  Part, 

j-h  NowthaSkeyourfelf,  like  an  Angel  exprefs'd  ; 

ForTgrant  mebutPart,  and  I'll  foonlteal  the  reft. 

For,  grant,  £3V. 
Bctb.Tzte  heed,  ye  fair  Maids,  and  with  Caution 

believe  ; 

For  Love's  an  Intruder,  and  apt  to  deceive, 
For  Love's  an  Intruder,  and  apt  to  deceive  : 
When  once  the  leaft  Part  the  fly  Urchin  has 

gain'd,  ... 
You'll  ne'er  be  at  Eafe  till  the  whole  is  ob- 

tain'd,  .  '  , 

You'll  ne'er  be  at  Eafe  till  the  whole  is  ob- 

tain'd. 

SONG  CXCV. 
Sung  at  Sadlers- Wells. 

YOUNG  Strepbon,  a  Shepherd,  the  Pride  of  th' 
Plain,  .  ,  . 

Each  Day  is  attempting  my  Kmdnefs  to  gam : 
He  takes  alUOccafions  his  Flame  to  renew  ; 
I  always  reply,  that  his  Courting  won  t  do. 

Vfe  foares  no  rich  Prefents  to  make  me  mor«  kind, 
SndKaufts  in  my  Praife  all  the  Wit  of  his  Mind 
I  fay  I'm  engag'd,  and  I  wifh  him  to  go; 
He  afcs  me  fo  oft,  till  I  rudely  fay  Mo. 
To  rhyrfis,  laft  Valentin?*  Day,  the  dear  Youth, 
I  tell  him  I  plighted  my  Faith  and  my  Truth ; 
Tha  Wealthcalnot  Peace  and  Contentment  befto 
And  my  Heart  is  another's,-**  beg  he  will  go^ 


I  1*7*  \ 

That  Love  Is  not  parchas'd  with  Titles  and  Gold 
And  the  Heart  that  is  honeft  can  never  be  fold  • 
Thatlfigh  not  forGrandeur,  but  look  down  onShow 
And  to  Tbyrfu  mull  haften,  nor  anfwer  him  No,  ' 

He  hears  me,  and,  trembling  all  over,  replies, 
if  his  6mt  I  prefer  not,  he  inftantly  dies  • 
He  gives  me  his  Hand,  and  would  force  me  to  eo  • 
I  pity  his  iufFring,  -but  boldly  fay  No.         K  ' 
I  try  to  avoid  him  in  hopes  of  fweet  Peace ; 
He  haunts  me  each  Moment  to  make  me  fay  Yes  • 
But  To-morrow,  ye  Fair-ones,  with  Thyrfa  I  go  - 
And  truft  me,  at  Church,  that  I  will  not  fay  No.' 

SONG  CXCVI. 
Sung  in  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

TO  keep  my  gentle  Jeffi, 
What  Labour  wou'd  feem  hard  ! 
Each  toilfome  Talk  how  eafy, 
Her  Love  the  fweet  Reward  ! 
Her  Love  the  fweet  Reward  ! 

The  Bee,  thus  uncomplaining 

Efleems  no  Toil  fevere  ; 
The  fweet  Reward  obtaining 

Of  Honey  all  the  Year, 

Of  Honey  all  the  Year. 

song  ckcvst. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

WHOtheMni,been  3t  Bald0d  mUfl  fleeds  know 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Herfe,  at  the  Foot  of  the  Hill, 

1  2  Where 
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Where  the  Grave  and  the  Gay,  the  Clown  and  the 
Beau, 

Without  all  Diftinftion  promifcuoufly  go. 

Where  the  Grave  and  the  Gay,  the  Clown  and  the 

Beau, 

Without  all  Diftinttion  promifcuoufly  go. 
This  Man  of  the  Mill  has  a  Daughter  fo  fair, 
With  fo  plcaiing  a  Shape,  and  fo  winning  an  Air, 
That  once  on  the  ever-green  Bank  as  I  flood, 
I'd  fwore  (he  was  Venus  juft  fprung  from  the  Floods 
That  once,  WV. 

But  looking  again,  I  perceiv'd  my  M i flake  ; 
Tor  Venus,  tho'  fair,  has  the  Looks  of  aitake, 
While  nothing  but  Virtue  and  Modefty  fill 
The  more  beautiful  Looks  of  the  La£s  of  the  Mill ; 
While  nothing,  tffc. 

Promctbw  Mole  Fire,  as  the  Poets  all  fa>% 
To  enliven  that  Mafs  which  he  modelPd  of  Clay; 
Had  Polly  been  with  him,  the  Beams  of  her  Eyes 
Had  fav'd  him  the  Trouble  of  robbing  the  Skies ; 

Had  Polly,  fcfr. 

Since  fir  ft  I  beheld  the  dear  Lafs  of  the  Mill, 
I  can  never  be  quiet ;  but  do  what  I  will, 
All  Dav  and  all  Night  I  figh,  and  think  ftill 
I  mall  die  if  I  have  not  the  Lafs  of  the  Mill  ; 
AH  Day  and  all  Night  I  figh,  and  think  ftill 
1  fliall  die  if  I  have  not  the  Lafs  of  the  Mill. 

SONG  CXCVIII. 
The  Spinning-Wheel, 

ONE  Summer  Eve,  as  Nancy  fair 
Sat  fpinning  in  the  Shade, 
While  foaring  Sky-Larks  fhook  the  Air 
In  warbling  o'er  her  Head  ; 
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In  tender  Cooes  the  Pigeons  woo'd  • 

(Love's  Impuife  all  muft  feel)- 
She  fung,  but  itill  her  Work  purfu'd, 

And  turn'd  her  Spinning- Wheel. 

"  IPS^H^}  work  with  *ock  ^d  Reel, 

.<    A    f  ^  Tlme  'S  fPUtl  » 

,?;,as  ™ns,™und  mX  Spinning, Wheel, 
„  .  1  "e  World  turns  up  and  down  : 

■    wVrCh,T0-(ia^  To-morrow,  low, 
While  I  no  Changes  feel, 

"  2 Utk  g?  my  Bread  by  Svveat  of  Brow, 
And  turn  my  Spinning- Wheel. 

"  ,Fr^T.mf  let  Men  and  W°men  too 
xt       •  home  fP"'»  Leflbn  learn, 
Wot  mind  what  other  People  do 
"_But  eat  the  Bread  they  earn  : 
If  none  were  fed,  were  that  to  be, 
But  what  deferv'd  a  Mea' 

"  ^adies  then'  as  ^  as  me, 

'  Muft  tarn  the  Spinning- Wheel." 

The  rural  Toaft,  with  fweeteft  Tone, 
rhus  fang  her  witlefs  Strain, 

And  brought. home  AWys  Swain  : 

''SpTai;"  *?'  "t  here's  thy 

Pt",  A,Tay  thrOW  Ro'k  and  Reel  :>' 
aiytti  Nancy  with  the  bonnv  News 
O  er-fet  her  Spinning- Wheel 


1.3 


SONG 


[  '74  1 


SONG  CXCIX. 

Sung  h  Mifs  Brent,  in  the  Jovial  Crew, 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

NO  Woman  her  Envy  can  (mother, 
Tho'  never  To  vain  of  her  Charms ; 
If  a  Beauty  ihe  fpies  in  another, 

The  Pride  of  her  Heart  it  alarms.  ^ 
New  Canquefts  (he  dill  muft  be  making, 

Or  fancies  her  Power  grows  lefs ; 
Her  poor  little-  Heart  is  ftill  aching 
At  Sight  of  another's  Succefs. 

But  Nature  defign'd,  in  Love  to  Mankind, 

That  different  Beauties  ftou'd  move, 
Still  pleased  to  ordain,  none  ever  fhou'd  *eign 

Sole  Monarch  in  Empire  of  Love. 
Then  learn  to  be  wife,  new  Triumphs  defpife, 

And  leave  to  your  Neighbours  their  Due  ; 
If  one  cannot  pleafe,  you'll  find  by  Degrees, 

You'll  not  be  contented,  with  two  ; 
No,  no,  you'll  not  be  contented  with  two. 

SONG  CC. 
Set    ly   Dr.  Arne. 

WHAT  means  that  tender  Sigh,  my  Dear 
Why  filent  drops  that  cryftai  Tear  ? 
What  jealous  Fears  difturb  thy  Breaft, 
Where  Love  and  Peace  delight  to  reft  ? 
What  tho'  thy  Jockey  has  been  feen 
With  Molly  fporting  on  the  Green, 
'Twas  but  an  artful  Trick  to  prove 
The  matchlefs  Force  of  Jenny*  Love,- 


[  hs  ] 

Tis  true,  a  Nofegay  I  had  dfefl 

To  grace  the  witty  Daphne's  Breaft ; 

But  'twas  at  her  Defire,  to  try 

If  Damon  caft  a  jealous  Eye  : 

Thefe  Flow'rs  will  fade  by  Morning  Dawn, 

Negleded,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Lawn  ; 

But  in  thy  fragrant  Eofom  lies 

A  fweet  Perfume  that  never  dies, 

SONG  CCL 
An  Ode  to  Echo.    Set  hy  Dr.  Ha\e>\, 
Air. 

DAUGHTER  fweet  of  Voice  and  Air, 
Gentle  Echo,  hafte  thee  here  % 
From  the  Vale,  where  all  around 
Rocks  to  Rocks  return  the  Sound  ; 
From  the  fwelling  Surge  that  roars 
'Gainft  the  tempeft- beaten  Shores ; 
From  the  lilent  mofs-grown  Cell, 
Haunt  of  warbling  Philomel; 
Where,  unfeen  of  Man,  you  lie, 
Queen  of  woodland  Harmony. 

Recitative. 
Liften,  Nymph  divine,  and  learn 
Strains  to  make  Narciffm  burn  ; 
Hark!  the  heav'nly  Song  begins  ; 
Air,  be  ftill ;  breathe  foft,  ye  Winds  ; 
Peace,  ye  noify  feather'd  Choir, 
While  Dione  ftrikes  the  Lyre. 

Air. 

See,  each  Eye,  each  ravihVd  Ear, 
Fix'd  to  gaze,  and  charm'd  to  hear  g 
All  around  Enchantment  reigns, 
Such  the  Magic  of  her  Strains  $ 

1  4  fern 
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Strains  which,  if  thou  can'ft  but  learn> 
Soon  will  make  "Narcijfus  burn. 

Recitative, 
Echo,  mould  they  fail  to  move 
His  obdurate  Heart  to  Love  ; 
Borrow,  for  (he  well  can  fpare, 
Borrow  her  enchanting  Air, 
Air. 

Learn  her  Eafe,  and  Elegance 
Of  Motion,  in  the  airy  Dance  ; 
Learn  the  Grace  with  which  fhe  drays 
Thro'  the  light  fantaftic  Maze  : 
Add  a  thoufand  Charms  untold, 
Should  Narcijfus  ftiil  be  cold  ; 
Charm*)  the  leaft  of  which  would  move 
f  lis  obdurate  Heart  to  Love. 


SONG  CCII. 
J  favourite  Song.    Set  by  Mr.  Handel. 

WISE  Men  flatt'ring  may  deceive  you 
With  their  vain  myfterious  Arts  » 
Magic  Charms  can  ne'er  relieve  you, 
Nor  can  heal  the  wounded  Heart. 
But  true  Wifdcin  can  relieve  you* 
Godlike  Wifdom  from  above  ; 
This  alone  can  ne'er  deceive  you, 
This  alone  all  Pains  remdve. 


song  can.  \ 

Set  hy  Mr.  Baildon,    and  fung  by  Mr.  Dearl,  at 
Ranelagh. 

ON  Pleafure's  fmooth  Wings,  how  old  Time 
Heals  away, 

Ani  Love's  fatal  Flame  leads,  the  Shepherd  aftray  ! 


f  >77  J 

My  Days,  O  ye  Swains  !  were  a  Round  of  Delight, 
From  the  Cool  of  the  Morn  to  the  Stillnefs  of  Night  • 
No  Care  found  a  Place  in  my  Cottage,  or  Breaft  ; 
Hat  Health  and  Content  all  the  Year  was  my  Gueit. 

3WfS,'hfILi,°  fair  Ph'lU'ls  mV  Hea"  cou'd  enfnare 
With  Voice  or  with  Feature,  with  Drefs  or  with  Air  • 
ho  kindly  young  Cuf,,d-h?.d. pointed  the  Dart 
_  That  I  gather'd  the  Sweets,  but  I.mifs'd  of  the 
Smart : 

I  toy'd  for  a  while,  then  Irov'd  like  a  Bee  ; 
Hat  lhll  all  my  Song  was,  "  I'll  ever  be  free." 

tT't  a  *2  V'fr  °hiea  frefll  Raptures  did  yield  • 
If  I  lbay'd  thro'  the  Garden,  or  traversal  the  Field 
len  thoufand  gay  Scenes  were  difplay'd  to  my 
Sight:.  •  *■ 

If  the  Nightingale  fung.  Icoold  Men  all  Night  ; 
With  my  Reed  1  could,  pipe  to  the  Tune,  of  the 
Stream, 

And  waie  to  new  Life  from  a  rapturous  Dream. 

Biitnow,  fihce  for  Hebe  in  fecret  I  fio-h 

Alas !  what  a  Change  !  and  how  wretcforf  am  J  ' ' 

A<heuto  the  Charms  of  the  Valiey.and  Glade  •  ' 

£ Z7Tc  T  ai1/lcken'  their  Colours  all  fU, 
No  Muficl  ind  in  Mt.Pbilcmel's  Strain,  » 

vSnBr0°k  0'er       ?CbbIeS  n0W  mut™«"  i*> 

T.hey  fay  that  file.'s  kind,  but  no  Kindnefs  Ffee- 
On  others  lhe  fmiles,  but  me  frowns  upon  me  -    * ' 
Then  teach  me,  bright  7W,  Perfuahon's  foft  Art 
Or  aid  me,  by.Reafon.  to  ranfom  my  Heart  •  , 
To  crown  my  Dears,  or  to  banilh  my  Pair" 
Give  Love,  to  the  Nymph,  or  give  Eafe  t*th?IW3in. 

1  5  SO  N  a . 
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SONG  CCIV. 
Damon  and  Pbillis.    A  Dialogue. 
Bung  at  Vauxhall. 
j{e.  f\A\  Phillisy  Shame  on  you,  to  ferve  a  Swain 

You  promised  fafl  Lammas,  you  very  well  know, 
If  I'd  itay  but  till  Chrijlmas,  our  Hands  ihould 
be  joined ; 

And  'tis  Midfummer  now,  Phillis,  why  fo  un- 
kind ? 

Why,  why,  Pbittis,  why  fo  unkind  t 

She.  True,  Damon,  I  promis'd-I  own  it -What 
then  ?  .  - 

My  Minx!  has  fincc  alter'd-how  faithlefs  are 

Men  ! 

You  vow'd  to  be  conftant,  and  yet  t'other  Day 
You  fwore  that  young  Lucy,  was  fweet  as  the 

May, 

Sweet,  fweet,  was  fweet  as-  the  May. 

'H 

He   VJhenPtilfh  grew  coy,  when  me  left  me  forlorn, 
*  And  was  finging  to  Colin  beneath  the  greeft ; 
Thorn  ;  _ 
Mad,  jealous,  and  fretting,  pray,  who  was  to, 

blame,  ,     ~,  } ,     r  i 

If  with  Lucy  I  flrove  to  make  Philhs  the  lame  r 
Strove,  ftrove,  to  make  Phillis  the  fame  t 

She.  Like  the  Bee  that  goes  roving  to  rifte  the  Spring, 
You  pip'd  to  each  Danifel,  to  me  you  would 

fin£:  11*1 


Be. 


t  l79  } 

I  lik'd  the  fwcet  Lay,  for  I  thought  it  fincere ; 
But  why  does  Paftora  fo  oft  drop  the  Tear  ? 
Why,  why,  fo  oft  drop  the  Tear  ? 

From  my  Heart,  let  me  tell  thee,  I  proudly 
efiay'd  r  y 

To  conquer  each  beautiful,  infolent  Maid  : 
The  Garlands  they  wreath'd  at  thy  Feet  are  re- 
fign'd  : 

This,this,was  my  Pride—then  is  Phillis  unkind  ? 
Then,  then,,  then  is  Phillis  unkind  \ 

She,  How  frail  the  fiifguife  a  fond  Lover  would  try  \ 
How  weak  the  thin  Snare  that  the  Soul  would 
bely  ! 

Hence,  hence,  with  Sufpicion  \  away  from  the 
Grove,  %  J 

And  prove  at  the  Church  that  Truth  waits  upon 
Love ; 

Prove,  prove,  Truth  waits  upon.  Love. 

SONG  CCV. 

NEAR  the  Side  of  a  Pond,  at  die  Foot  of  a 
Hill, 

A  free-hearted  Fellow  attends  on  his  Mill ; 
FrefhHealth  blooms  her  rtrong  rofy  Hue  o'erhisFace, 
And  Honefty  gives  e'en  to  Aukwardnefs  Grace  : 
Beflour  d  with  his  Meal  does  he  labour  and  fm? 
And  regaling  at  Night,,  he's  as  bleft  as-  a  Kino- : 
After  heartily  eating,  he  takes  a  full  Swill  * 
Of  Liquor  home-brevv'd,  to  Succefs  of  the  Mill. 

He  makes  no  nice  Scruples  of  Toll  for  his  Trade, 
|or  that  s  an  Excife  to  his  Induftry  paid  : 
ttis  Conference  is  free,  and  his  Income  is  clear, 
And  he  vahtes  not  them  of  Ten  Thou  fan  d  a  Year  : 


He' 


[  i8o  ] 

He's  a  Freehold  fiifficient  to  give  him  a  Vote 7 
At  Ele&ions  he  (corns  to  accept;  of  a  Groat :. 
He  hates  your  proud  Placemen  ;  and,  do  what  they 
will, 

They  ne'er  can  feduce  the  Ranch  Man,  of  the  Mill- 
On  Sunday  he  talks  with  the  Barber  and  Prieft; 
/Vnd  hopes  that  our  Statefmeado  all  for  the  bell ; 
That  the  Spaniards  ihall  ne'er  interrupt  our  free 

Trade, 

Nor  good  Britijb  Coin  be  in  Subfidies  paid: 
He  fears  the  French  Navy  and  Commerce  increafe, 
And  he  wifhes  poor  Germany  ftill  may  have  Peace  : 
Tho'  Old  England,  he  knows,  may  have  Strength,, 

and  have  Skill, 
To  protect  all  her  Manors,  and  fave  his  own.  Mill. 

With  this  honeft  Hope  he  goes  home  ,  to  his  Work, 
And  if  Water  h  fcanty  he  takes  up  his  Fork, 
And  over  the  Meadows  he  fcatters.  his  Hay3. 
Or  with  the  ftiff  Plough  turns  up  Furrows  of  Clay  : 
His  Harveft  is  crown'd  with  a  good  Englifh  Glee, 
That  his  Country  may  ever  be  happy  and  free  : 
With  his  Hand  and  his  Heart  to  King  George  does 
he  filL 

May  all  loyal  Souls  a&  the  Man  of  the  Mill  L 

SONG  CCVI. 
Set  By  Count  St.  Germain. 

OH  !  would'ft  thou  know  what  facred  Charms. 
This  defHn'd  Heart  of  mine  alarms, 
This  deftin'd  Heart  of  mine  alarms ; 
What  Kind  of  Nymph  the  Heav'ns  decree, 
The  Maid  that's  made  for  Love  and  me, 
The  Maid  that's  made  for  Love  and  me  > 


Who  joys  to  hear  the  Sigh  fincere^ 
Who  melts  to  fee  the  tender  Tear^ 
Who  melts  to  fee,  fcfe 
From  each  ungen'rous  Paffion  free- 
Be  fuch  the  Maid  that's  made.  for.  mey 
Be  fuch  the  Maid>  &V. 

Whofe  Heart  with  gen 'ro us  Friendlhip  glows 

Who  feels  the  Bieffings  fhe  bellows, 

Who  feels  the  Bleffings-,  ci>V. 

Gentle  to  aU,.but  kind  to  me; 

Be  fuch  the  Maid  that's  made  fo^me 

Be  fuch  the  Maid,  £sV..  " 

Whofe  firaple  Thoughts,  devoid  of  Art, 
Are  all  the  Natives  of  her  Heart, 
Are  all  the  Natives, 
A. gentle  Train  from  Falfhood 'free;- 
Be  fuch  the  Maid  that's  made  for  me3 
Be  fuch  th*Maid,.fcfr... 

A  vaunt !  ye  light  Coquettes,  retire, 
Where  flatting  Fops  around  admire,. 
Where  flatting  Fops  around  admire  : 
Unmov'd  your.tinfellM  Charms  1  fee ;i 
More  genuine  Beauties  are  for  me, 
More  genuine  Beauties  are  for.me. 


SONG  GCVIL. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.,  The  Words  by  Mr.  Garricfc. 

ONCE  more  I'll,  tune  the  vocal  Shell, 
To  Hills  and  Dales  my,  Paffion  tell, 
A  t  lame  which  Time  can  never  quell 
But  burns  for  thee,  my  Peggy;.  ' 

You, 


[  182  ] 

You,  greater  Bards,  the  Lyre  mould,  hit;; 
For  fay,  what  Subjedl  is  more  fit, 
Than  to  record  the  fparkling  Wit 
And  Bloom  of  lovely  Peggy  ? 

The  Sun  firfc  riling  in  the  Morn* 

That  paints  the  dew-befpangkd  Thorn,, 

Does  not  fo  much  the  Day  adorn, 

As  does  my  lovely  Peggy: 
And  when  in  Thetis'  Lap  to  reft, 
He  ftreaks  with  Gold  the  ruddy  Weft, 
He's  not  fo  beauteous  as,,  undreft,, 

Appears  my  lovely  Peggy. 

When  Zephyr  on  the  Vi'let  blows,^ 
Or  breathes  upon  the  Damafk  Roier 
It  does  not  half  the  Sweets  difclofe, 

As  does  my  lovely  Peggy  : 
I  ftole  a  Kifs  the  other  Day, 
And  (truft  me)  nought  but  Truth  I  fay, 
The  Fragrance  of  the  blooming  May 

Was  not  fo  fweet  aa  Peggy. 

Was  (he  array'd  in  ruftic  Weed, 
With  her  the  bleating  Flocks  I'd  feeo* 
And  pipe  upon  the  Oaten  Reedr 

To  pleafe  my  lovely  Peggy  : ' 
With  her  a  Cottage  would  delight ; 
Allrs  happy  when  fhe's  in  my  Sight ; 
But  when  fhe's  gone,  'tis  endlefs  Night, 

All's  dark  without  my  Peggy. 

While  Bees  from  Flow'r  to  Flow'r  ftill  rove, 
And  Linnets  warble  thro'  the  Grove, 
Or  ftately  Swans  the  Waters  love, 
So  long  fhall  I  love  Peggy  i 


[  r-8j  I 

And,  when  Death,  with  his  pointed  Dart,. 
Shall  flrike  the  Blow  that  rives  my  Heart,. 
My  Words  mall  be  when  I  depart, 
Adieu,  my  lovely  Peggy  ! 

SONG  CCVIIL 

SPRING  renewing,  all  Things  gay,. 
Nature's  Dictates  all  obey  ; 
In  each  Creature  we  may  fee 
The  Efredts  of  Love's  Decree  : 
Thus  their  State,,  fuch  their  Fate  * 
Do  not,  Polly ,  flay  too  late, 
Do  not,  Polly,  flay  too  late. 

Look  around,,  and  fee  them  play  - 
All  are  wanton  while  they  may  : 
Why  mould  precious  Time  be  loft  ? 
After  Summer  comes  a  Froft. 

Allpurfue  Nature's  Due;, 

Let  us,  Polly,  do  fo  too, 

Let  u>s,  Polly,  do  fo  too- 

Mark  how  kind  the  Swain  and  Lafsr 
Yonder  fitting  on  the  Grafs  t 
See  how  earneftly  he  fues  I 
Whilff  me  biufhing  can't  refufe  : 

See  yon  two,  how  they  woo  ; 

Let  us,  Polly,  do  fo  too, 

Let  us,  Polly,  do  fo  too. 

Mark  that  Cloud,  above  the  Plain  ; 
See  !  it  feems  to  threaten  Rain  : 
Herds  and  Flocks  do  run  together, 
Seeking  Shelter  from  the  Weather. 

Fear  not  you,  I'll  be  true  ; 

Therefore  let  us  do  fo  too, 

Therefore  let  us  do  fo  too. 

SONG 


SONG  GCIX. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne,  and  Jung  by  Mr.  Beard; 
O  M  E,.  all  you  young  Lovers,  who,  wan  witfr 


Compofe  idle  Sonnets*  and  figh  for  the  Fair; 
Who  puff  up  their  Pride  by  enchanting  their  Charms, 
And  telf  tfiem  'tis  Heaven  to  lie  in  their  Arms  ; 
Be  wife  by  Example,,  take  Pattern  by  me, 
For,  let  what  will  happen,  by  Jove  I'll  be  free, 
By  Jove  L'll  be  free  ;.; 

For,  let  what, will  happen,  by  Jpve  Fll  be  free.. 
Young  Daphne  I  faw  ;  in  the  Net  I  was  caught;; 
I  ly'd  and  I  flatter'd,  as  Cuftom  had  taught ; 
I  prefs'd  her  to  Blifs,  which  me  grantee  full  foon;; 
But. the  Date  of  my  Paflion  expir'd.  with  the  Moon.. 

She  vow'd  flie  was  ruin'd  :  I  faid  it  might  be  ; 

I'm  forry,  my  Dear,  but  by  Jove.YMhe  free,. 

By  Jove  I'll  be  free,  fcfa 
The  next  was  young  Pbillis.zs  blight  as  the* Morn;-. 
The  Love  that  I  prorTer'd  (he  treated  with  Scorn  : 
I  laugh'd  at  her  Folly,  and  told  her  my  Mind; 
That  none  can  he  handfome  I  n  fuch  as  are  kind.. 

Her  Pride  and  Ill-nature  were  loft  upon  me, 

For,  in  fpiteoffair  Faces,  by  Jove  I'll  be  free,, 

By  Jove.YW  be* free,  &c. 
Let  others  call  Marriage  the  Harbour  of  Joys  ; 
Calm  Peace  L  delight  in,  and  fly  from  all  Noife  : 
Some  chufe  to  be  hainper'd ;.  ('tis  fure  a  flange 
Rage  !)  ; 

And,  like  Birds,,  they  fmg  beft  when  they're  put  m 
a  Cage. 

Confinement's  the  Devil;  'twas  ne'er  made. for  me; 
Let  who  will  be  Bond-flaves,  by  Jove  I'll  be  free, 
By  >w.  IU1  be  free,  &c. 


Defpair, 
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Thej*  let  the  bri/k  Bumper  run  over  the  Glafs, 
In  a  Toaft  to  the  young  and  the  beautiful  Lafsy 
Who,  yielding  and  eafy,  prefcribes  no  dull  Rule, 
Nor  thinks  it  a  Wonder  a  Lover  fhould  cool : 
Be  wife  by  Example,  take  Pattern  by  me  ;  * 
For  let  what  will  happen,  by  Jove  I'll  be  free, 
By  Jew  ¥11  be  free;  * 
For,  let  what  will  happen,  by  Jove  ¥11  be  frecp 

SONG  CCX. 
J  Cantata,  written  by  Sir  Richard  Steele* 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 
Sungby  Mifs  Brent,  at  Vauxhall. 
Recitative. 

A Wretch  long  tortur'd  with  Difdain, 
That  ever  pin'd,  but  pin'd  in  vain, 
At  length  the  God  of  Wine  addreft, 
Sure  Refuge  of  a  wounded  Breail, 

Air-. 

Vouchfafe,  O  Pow'r,  thy  healing  Aid, 
Teach  me  to  gain  the  cruel  Maid  ; 
Thy  Juices  take  the  Lover's  Part' 
Flufli  his  wan  Looks,  and  chear  his  Heart.. 
Recitative. 
To  Bacchus  thus  the  Lover  cry'd, 
And  thus  the  jolly  God  reply 'i: 

Air. 

Give  whining  o'er,,  be  brife  and  pay 
And  quaff  his  fneaking  -Fonn  away- 
With  dauntlefs  Mien  approach  the  Fair; 
Way  to  conquer is— to  dare. 

Rscita.tiv.Eo 


[  '86  ] 


Recitative. 

The  Swain  purfu'd  the  God's  Advice  ; 
The  Nymph  was  now  no  longer  nice. 

Air. 

She  fmil'd,  and  fpoke  the  Sex's  Mind  ; 
When  you  grow  daring,  we  grow  kind  : 
Men  to  thernfelves  are  moll  fevere, 
And  make  us  Tyrants  by  their  Fear. 

SONG  CCXI. 

Damon  and  Florella.    A  Dialogue. 

Sung  in  the  SORCERER. 

He.  /^AST,  my  Love,  thine  Eyes  around, 
See  the  fportive  Lambkins  play  ; 
Nature  gaily  decks  the  Ground, 

All  in  Honour  of  the  May  : 
Like  the  Sparrow  and  the  Dove, 
Liften  to  the  Voice  of  Love. 

She.  Damon,  thou  haft  found  me  long 
Lift'ning  to  thy  foothing  Tale, 
And  thy  foft  perfuafive  Tongue  - 

Often  held  me  in  the  Dale  ; 
Take,  oh  !  Damon,  while  I  live, 
All  which  Virtue  ought  to  give. 

He.  Not  the  Verdure  of  the  Grove, 

Not  the  Garden's  faireft  Flow'r, 
Nor  the  Meads  where  Lovers  rove, 

Tempted  by  the  vernal  Hour, 
Can  delight  thy  Damon's*  Eye, 
If  Florella  is  not  by. 


£  i87  ] 


She.  Not  the  Water's  gentle  Fall, 

By  the  Bank  with  Poplars  crowftM, 

Not' the  feather'd  Songfters  all, 
Nor  the  Flute's  melodious  Sound, 

Can  delight  Florella's  Ear, 

If  her  Damon  is  not  near. 

rBotb.  Let  us  love,  and  let  us  live 

Like  the  chearf'ul  Seafon  gay  : 
Banifti  Care,  and  let  us  give 

Tribute  to  the  fragrant  May  : 
Like  the  Sparrow  and  the  Dove, 
Litfen  to  the  Voice  of  Love. 

SONG  CCXII. 
A  Cantata. 
Set  hy  Dr.  Arne,  and  Jung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

Recitative. 

THE  feftive  Board  was  met,  the  foeial  Band 
Round  fam'd  Anacreon  took  their  filent  Stand  * 
My  Sons,  (began  the  Sage)  be  this  the  Rule ; 
No  Brow  auftere  mull:  dare  approach  my  School, 
Where  Love  and  Bacchus jointly  reign  within  : 
Old  Care,  be  gone !  Here  Sadnefs  is  a  Sin. 

Air. 

Tell  not  me  the  Joys  that  wait 

On  him  that's  learn'd,  on  him  that's  great : 

Wealth  and  Wifdom  I  defpife  ; 

Cares  furrcund  the  Rich  and  Wife  : 

The  Queen  that  gives  foft  Wifhes  Birth, 

And  Bacchus,  God  of  Wine  and  Mirth, 

Me  their  Friend  and  Fav'rite  own, 

And  I  was  born  for  them  alone  ; 

Bus'nefs^ 


[  '88  J 

Bus'nefs,  Title,  Pomp,  and  State-,. 
Give  them  to  the  Fools  I  hate. 

But  let  Love,  let  Life  be  mine  ; 
Bring  me  Women,  bring  me  Wine  : 
Speed  the  dancing  Hours  away  j 
Mind  not  what  the  Grave-ones  fay  : 
Gaily  let  the  Minutes  fly, 
In  Wit  and  Freedom,  Love  and  Joy : 
So  fhall  Love,  mall  Life  be  mine* 
Bring  me  Women,  bring  me  Wine* 


SONG  GCXIIL. 
Johnny  and  Jenny..  ADialogue. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce;.   Words  by  Mr.  Moore. 
£T*.  T   ET  Rakes  for  Pleafure  range  the  Town,. 
I  i     Gr  Mifers  doat  on  Golden  Guineas  y 
Let  Plenty  fmile,  or  Fortune  frown  ; 

The  Sweets  of  Love  are  mine  and  Jenny?  sr 

Mine  and  Jenny's,  mine  and  Jenny's  ; 
The  Sweets  of  Love  are  mine  and  Jenny's. 

She.  Let  wanton  Maids  indulge  Defire  ; 

How  foon  the  fleeting  Pleafure  gone  is ! 
The  Joys- of  Virtue  never  tire, 
And  fuch  fhall  ftill  be  mine  and  Johnny's^ 
Mine  and  Johnny's,  &c. 

He.  Together  let  us  fportand  play,. 

She.     And  live  in  Pleafure  where  no  Sin  is : 

He.  The  Prieil  fhall  tie  the  Knot  To-day, 

She.     And  Wedlock's  Bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

C-  She.  Johnny  Jenny's,  Johnny  Jenny's. 

1  He.  Jenny  Johnny's.,  Jenny  Jphnny's. 

5  $he.  And  Wedlock's  Bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

\He.  And.  Wedlock'*  Bands;  make  Jenny.  Jo h?wyls. 
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SoU//  mC  endi  in  Shame  an<*  Folly  ■ 
So         woo'd   and  then  betray'd,      7  " 

Simple  &c>°  ^ 


Si*.  So  £ary  Wd,  and  lightly  toy'd 

And  laugh'd  at  harmlefs  w})0  mn 

And"  rS  findS  h,er  ShWd  c  0$°  """J* 

And  hve  in  Pleafure,  fcfc 

Or  fondly  ,ra  :p/LfenSSNinnieS* 

to.  Let  Guilt  the  faithlefs  Bofom  fnVht. 

The  conftant  Heart  is  always  bWv  . 

And  Love,  /hall  live  with  me  ai*H £  i 
Me  and  &c.    Un  We  ami  7»***ft 


ft. 


Together  then  we'll  fport  and  plav 


SONG 
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SONG  CCXIV. 
Set  and  Written  by  Lord  Middlefex. 
*X7HEN  here,  Luanda,  firft  we  came, 
W  Where  Amo  rolls  his  Silver  Stream, 
flow  brife  the  Nymphs,  the  Swains  how  gay 
Content  infpir'd  each  rural  Lay  : 
The  Birds  in  livelier  Concert  lung, 
The  Grapes  in  thicker  Clutters  hung ; 
All  look'd  as  Joy  could  never  fail 
Among  the  Sweets  of  Amo  s  Vale. 
But  fince  the  good  Palemon  dy'd, 
The  chief  of  Shepherds,  and  their  Pride, 
Now  Amo'%  Sons  mutt  all  give  place 
To  Northern  Men,  an  Iron  Race  : 
The  Tafte  of  Pleafure  now  is  o'er ; 
Thy  Notes,  Luanda,  pleafe  no  more  ; 
The  Mufes  droop,  the  Goths  prevail ; 
Adieu  the  Sweets  of  Arno's  Vale  ! 

SONG  CCXV. 
Written  by  William  Whitehead,  £/q<,  Poet  Lauru 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 

YES,  I'm  in  Love,  I  feel  it  now, 
And  Celia  has  undone  me  ; 
And  yet,  I  fwear,  I  can't  tell  how 
The  pleafing  Plague  ftole  on  me  : 
'Tis  not  her  Face  that  Love  creates, 

For  there  no  Graces  revel ; 
»Tis  not  her  Shape,  for  there  the  Fates, 
'TJs  not  her  Shape,  for  there  the  Fates 
Have  rather  been  uncivil, 
Have  rather  been  uncivil. 
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'Tis  not  her  Air,  for  &re  in  that 
There  s  nothing  more  than  comfflon  • 

And  all  her  Senfe  is  only  Chat 
Like  any  other  Woman  •  ' 

^tZZI  heDreI°UCh'  m/ght^ive  *  Alam 
lis  both,  perhaps,  or  neither; 

In  fliort,   tis  that  provoking  Charm 

In^;t,s,^tprovokinggCharr' 
Ur  Lena  all  together, 

Of  Celia  all  together. 


SONG  CCXVX 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 

fniL  u  ght  by  our  Freedom  Charter) 
wt  VW'f-  '  ^  Forefathers  Ways,  ' 

Chorus. 

Then  like  them  crown  oar  Bowls, 
Oar  plenteous  brown  Bowls, 
And  take  them  off  clever, 
To  all  true  £^  Souls, 

OU  England,  Old  England, 
Huzza!  Old  England  fox  ^ 


The 
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The  Glory  in  Love,  or  War  they  won, 

By  Fighting,  Retreats,  and  Sallies, 
Was  from  the  Produ&ion  ©f  their  own 

Good  Beer  and  roaft  Beef  in  their  Bellies  : 
All  foreign  Attempts  they  did  difdam, 

So  fir'd  with  Refolution  ; 
For  Liberty  they'd  bleed  ev'ry  Vein, 

To  keep  their  own  Conftitution. 

Cho.  Then  like  them  crown  our  Bowls,  &c. 

Like  them  let  us  fill,  and  drink,  and  fing, 

To  all  who  our  State  are  aiding  ; 
To  Commerce,  that  our  Wealth  does  bring, 

And  every  Branch  of  our  Trading  : 
By  Commerce  all  Grandeur  we  fuflain, 

That  makes  us  a  powerful  Nation  ; 
Then  let  us  agree,  and  with  Vigour  maintain 

Our  Trade  and  our  Navigation. 

Chorus. 

Then  like  them  crown  our  Bowls, 
Our  plenteous  brown  Bowls, 

And  take  them  off  clever, 
To  all  true  Englijb  Souls, 

And  Old  England,  Old  England,  for  ever* 
Huzza  !  Old  England  for  ever ! 
Huzza  !  Old  England  for  ever! 
Old  England,  Old  England, 
JJafcza  1  Old  England  for  ever ! 


SONG 
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song  ccxvir. 

Sung  in  the  Double  Disappointment. 

WHEREVER  I'm  goi„g>  and  aI1  the  D 
Abroad  or  at  home,  or  aUp      o  nV  g* 
I  find  that       Pa<ri0n,s       «  H 

That  your  Name,  when  l>m  f/ent,  runs  &  in  my 

Sing  Balinamone  Ora,  Balinamone  Ora, 
Bahnamone  Ora,  a  Kifi  0f  your  fvvee£  L[ps  fof  mg< 

fcall^         1  ?W       1  take  "0  Repofe  , 
i  «eep  all  the  Day  to  forget  half  my  Woes  - 
So  hot      he  FJ  mS  Bofom  w7  Woe  » 

s;„;^T^  1  fear  "  wil1  bura  th'o*  mv  Cloath- 

And  grant  the  Petition  your  Lover  doeTcrave 

Your  pretty  black  Eyes  forme.  ' 

On  that  happy  Day,  when  I  make  you  my  Bride 
With  a^ngmg  long  Sword,  how  til  ft/ut  a"d  I'll 
In  a  Coach  and  fix  Horfes  with  Hon™  I'll  -j 
As  before  you  I  walk  to  the  cLr4  ^Uur  side 
v'"g  ?ah"am,one  O^,  Balinamone  Ora  ' 
Your  little  white  Fill  for  me.  ' 


X 


SON  G 
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SONG  CCXVIII. 
Cymon  and  Iphigenia.    A  Cantata. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 
Recitative. 

NEAR  a  thick  Grove,  whofe  deep  embow'ring 
Shade 
Seem'd  moft  for  Love  and  Contemplation  made, 
A  crvftal  Stream  with  gentle  Murmurs  flows, 
Whofe  flow'ry  Banks  are  form'd  for  foft  Repole  : 
Thither  retir'd  from  Pbeebut'  fultry  Ray, 
And  lull'd  in  Sleep,  fair  Iphigenia  lay. 
Cymon  a  Clown,  who  never  dreamt  of  Love, 
By  chance  was  flumping  to  the  neighb  ring  Grove  , 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  ne  tought, 
And  whiftled  as  he  went,  for  want  of  1  hough t : 
But  when  he  firft  beheld  the  fleeping  Maid, 
He  eap'd  -  he  ftar'd  -  her  lovely  Form  furvey  d  ; 
And  while  with  artlefs  Voice  he  fweetly  fung, 
Beauty  and  Nature  thus  inform'd  his  Tongue. 

Air. 

The  Stream  that  glides  in  Murmurs  by, 
Whofe  glaffy  Bofom  ftiews  the  Sky, 
Completes  the  rural  Scene, 
Completes  the  rural  Scene  ; 
Bat  in  thy  Boibm,  charming  Maid, 
All  Heav'n  itfelf  is  fure  difplay  d, 
Too  lovely  Iphlgene, 
Too  lovely  Iphigene. 

Recitative. 

She  wakes,  and  ftarts-poor_ C>^«  trernbUng  fland 
Down  falls  the  Staff  from  his  unnerved  Hanas^ 
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Bright  Excellence,  faid  he,  difpel  all  Fear- 
Where  Honour's  prefent,  fure  nP0  DanLS'near 

Oh  C«m  /  if  'tis  you,  I  need  not  rife  - 

AlJU 

Thy  jetty  Locks,  that  carelefs  break 
In  wanton  Ringlets,  d0w„  thy  Neck: 

Thy  Love-infoirfng  Mien/  ' 
TV /  ^ve-'nrPiring  Mien 
Thy  fwellmg  fiofom,  Skin  of  Snow 
Af,aP,er  ^ape,  inchantmefo! 

I  die  for  Ipbigene,  ' 

I  die  for  Iphigene. 

Recitative. 

E     *     "       r  *    Air.  <».    '*  ^moJ  .•  * 
Love's  a  pure,  a  facred  Fire, 
Amdlmg  gentle,  chafe  Defire  - 
W  ean  Rage  itfelf  controul, 
And  elevate,  and  elevate  the  Human  Soul  s 

K  2  Depriv'd 
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Depriv'd  of  that*  our  wretched  State 
Had  made  our  Lives  of  too  long  Date; 
But  bleft  with  Beauty,  and  with  Love, 
Bleu  with  Beauty,  and  with  Love, 
We  tafte  what  Angels  do  above, 
What  Angels  do  above. 

SONG  CCXIX. 
Set  by  Mr.  Green.    The  Words  by  Mr.  Gay. 


G 


O,  Rofe,  my  Cife's  Bofom  grace, 
.  My  Cblois  Bofom  grace ; 
How  happy  mould  I  prove, 
How  happy  mould  I  prove. 
Might  I  fupply  that  envied  Place 
With  never-fading  Love, 
With  never-fading  Love . 

There,  Phanix-like,  beneath  her  Eye, 
Involv'd  in  Fragrance  burn  and  die, 
Involv'd  in  Fragrance  burn  and  aie. 

Know,  haplefs  Flow'r,  that  thou  fhalt  find 

More  fragrant  Rofes  there, 

More  fragrant  Rofes  there  : 
I  fee  thy  with'ring  Head  reclin  d 

With  Envy  and  Defpair, 

With  Envy  and  Defpair. 

One  common  Fate  we  both  mull  prove  j 
You  die  with  Envy,  I  with  Love, 
you  die  with  Envy,  I  with  Love. 


SON 
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SONG  CCXX. 


Set  by  Mr,  Howard. 

THE  blitheft  Bird  that  fings  in  May, 
Was  ne'er  more  blithe,  was  ne'er  more  gay, 
Than  I,  ah  well-a-day  ! 
Than  .1,  ah  well-a-day  ! 
Ere.  Colin  yet  had  Iearn'd  to  %h, 
Or  I  to  gaefs  the  Keafon  whyf 
I   Oh  Love,  ah  well-a-day  i 
Oh  Love,  ah  well-a-day  ! 

We  kifs'd,  we  toy'd,  we  neither  knew 
From  whence  thefe  fond  Endearments  prew, 

Till  he,  ah  well-a-day  !  1 

TiH  he,  &fV.. 
By  Time  and  other  Swains  made  wife, 
Began  to  talk  of  Hearts  and  Eyes, 

And  Love,  ah  well-a-day  1 

And  Love,  &V. 

Kind  Nature  now  took  Colin's  Part ; 
My  Eyes  inform'd  againft  my  Heatt  r 

My  Heart,  ah  well-a-day  * 
•   My  Heart,  >ff€l 

Strait  glow'd  with  thrilling  Sympathy; 
And  echo'a  back  each  gentle  Sigh, 

Each  Sigh,  ah  well-a-day  ! 

Each  Sigh,  £sfr.  J 

Can  Love,  alas !  by  Words  be  won  > 
He  afk'd  a  Proof,  a  tender  one, 

While  I,  ah  well-a-day  ! 

While  I,  ah  well-a-day  ! 


K 


In 
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In  Silence  blufli'd  a  fond  Reply  : 
Can  (he  who  truly  loves  deny  f 

Ah,  no,  ah  well-a-day  ! 

Ah,  no,  ah  well-a-day  ! 


SONG  CCXXL 
Set  by  Mr,  Howard. 

WH  Y  heaves  my  fond  Bofom  ?  ah  !  what  can  it 
mean  ? 

Why  flutters  my  Heart  that  was  once  fo  ferene? 
Why  this  Sighing  and-Trembling  xvhenDaphne  is  near ; 
Or  why,  wiien  ih'e's  abfent,  this  Sorrow  and  Fear  t 
Or  why,,  when  (lie's  abfent,  this  Sorrow  and  Fear  ? 

Methinks  I  for  ever  with  Wonder  could  trace 
The  thoufand  foft  Charms  that  embellim  thy  Face  : 
Each  Moment  I  view  thee,  new  Beauties  I  find  ; 
With  toy  Face  I  am  charm'd,  but  enilav'd  by  thy 

Mind, 
With  thy  Face,  t§c. 

Untainted  with  Folly,  unfully'd  by  Pride, 
There  native •  G oodvJd umour  and  Virtue  refide  : 
Pray  Heaven  that 'Virtue  thy  Soulmay  fupply 
With  Companion  For: him  who  without  thee  mull  die, 
With  Companion  fcr  him  who  without  thee  mull  die. 

1  '  S  O  N  G  CCXXII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

COME,  Rofalindl  bh,  come  and  fee 
%hkf  Pleafures  afe;in  Store  for  thee  5 
The  Flow'rs  in"a!l  their  Sweets  appear, 
The  Fields  their  gayeft  Beauties  wear, 
The  Fields  their  gayeft  Beauties  wear  : 
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The  joyful  Birds,  in  ev'ry  Grove, 
Now  warble  out  their  Songs  of  Love, 
Nor  warble  out  their  Songs  of  Love ; 
For  thee  they  fing,  and  Rofes  bloom, 
And  Colin  thee  invites  to  come, 
And  Colin  thee  invites  to  come. 

Come,  Rofalind,  and  Colin  join  ; 
My  tender  Flocks  and  all  are  thine  : 
If  Love  and  Rofalind  be  near, 
'Tis  May  and  Pleafure  all  the  Year, 
'Tis  May  and  Pieafure  all  the  Year. 
Come,  fee  a  Cottage  and  a  Swain  : 
Can'ft  thou  my  Love  or  Gifts  difdain  ? 
Can'ft  thou  my  Love  or  Gifts  difdain  ? 
Leave  all  behind,  no  longer  flay, 
For  Colin  calls,  then  hafte  away, 
For  Colin  calls,  then  hafte  away. 

SONG  CCXXIIL 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

BEHOLD  the  fweet  Flowers  around. 
With  all  the  bright  Beauties  thev  wear ; 
Yet  none  on  the  Plains  can  be  found,  * 
So  lovely,  fo  lovely,  as  Celia  is  fair, 
So  lovely  as  Celia  is  fair  : 
Ye  Warblers,  come  raife  your  fweet  Throats., 
No  longer  in  Siience  remain, 
No  longer  in  Silence  remain, 
Oh  !  lend  a  fond  Lover  your  Notes, 

To  foften,  to  fpften  my  Celiac  Difdain, 
To-  foften  my  Celiacs  Opifdain. 
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Oft  times  in  yon  ilowery  Vale 

I  breathe  my  Complaints  in  a  Song, 

I  breathe  my  Complaints  in  a  Song  ; 
Fair  Flora  attends  the  fad  Tale, 

And  fweetens,  and  fweetens  the  Borders  along* 

And  fweetens  the  Borders  along. 
But  Culia,  whofe  Breath  might  perfume 

The  Bcfom  of  Flora  in  May, 

The  Bofcm  of  Flora  in  May, 
Still  frowning,  pronounces  my  Doom, 

Regard  left,  regard  lefs  of  all  I  can  fay, 

Regardlefs  of  ail  I  can  fay. 

SONG  CCXXIV. 

THE  Morning  frefh,  the  Sun  in  Eaft: 
New  gilds  the  fmiling  Day  ; 
The  Morning  frefh,  the  Sun  in  Eaft 

New  gilds  the  fmiling  Day  ; 
The  Lark  forfakes  his  dewy  Neft, 
The  Fields  all  round  are  gaily  drefs'd  ! 
Arife,  my  Love,  and  play,  and  play ; 
A  rife,  my  Love,  and  play. 

Come  forth,  my  Fair,  come  forth,  bright  Maid, 
And  blefs  thy  Shepherd's  Sight ; 

Come  forth,  &c. 
Lend  ev'ry  folded  Flovv'r  thy  Aid, 
Unveil  the  P.ofe's  blufhing  Shade, 

And  give  them  fweet  Delight, 

And  give,  &c. 

Thy  Prefence  makes  all  Nature  fmile, 

Thofe  Smiles  your  Charms  improve  ; 

Thy  Prefence-.  tf*.  *• 

Thy, 
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Thy  Strains  the  lift'ning  Birds  beguile, 
And,  as  invite,  reward  their  Toil, 

And  tune  their  Notes  to  Love, 

And  tune, 

Beneath  the  fragrant  Hawthorn-Tree, 
The  Flow'rs  in  Wreaths  I'll  twine  ; 
.     Beneath  the  fragrant  Hawthorn-Tree, 
The  Flow'rs  in  Wreaths  I'll  twine; 
E'er  other  Eyes  ye  Beauties  fee, 
Then  on  my  Brows  adorn 'd  mall  be ; 
Thy  happy  Fate  be  mine,  be  mine, 
Thy  happy  Fate  be  mine,  be  mine.  . 

•  "sSri^,ia-       !V '  '  '  '*% 

SONG  CCXXV. 
Jockey  and  Jenny.    A  Dialogue. 

She.  QTERN  Winter  has  left  us,  the  Trees  are 

0  in  Bloom, 

And  Cowflips  and  Vi'lets  the  Meadows  perfume ; 
While  Kids  are  difporting,  and  Birds  fill  the 
Spray, 

1  wait  for  my  Jockey  to  haii  the  new  May, 
I  wait  for  my:  Jockey  to  hail  the  new  May. 

He.  Among  the  young  Lilies,  my  Jenny,  I've  ftray'd; 
Pinks,  Daifies,  and  Woodbines,  I  bring  to  my 

Maid;  0 
Here's  Thyme  fweetly  Tmelling,  and  Lavender 

gay> 

A  Pofy  to  form  for  my  Queen  of  the  May, 
A  Pofy  to  form,  &c. 

She.  Ah  !  Jockey,  I  fear  you  intend  to  beguile  : 
When  feated  with  Molly  laft  Night  on  a  Stile, 
You  fvvore  that  you'd  love  her  for  ever  and  ay, 
Forgetting  poor  Jenny,  your  Queen  of  the  May, 
Forgetting  poor  Jenny,  &e. 

K  5  He. 
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He.  Young  Willy  is  handfbme,  in  Shepherd's  green 
Drefc, 

He  gave  you  thofc  Ribbands  that  hang  at  your 
Breaft, 

Befides  three  fvveet  Kiffes  upon  the  new  Hay  : 
Was  that  done  like  Jenny  9  my  Queen  of  the 

May? 

Was  that  done  like  Jenny,  &c. 

She.  This  Garland  of  Rofes  no  longer  I  prize, 

Since  Jockey,  falfe-hearted,  his  Paffion  denies  : 
Ye  Flowers  fo  blooming,  this  Inftant  decay, 
For  Jenny's  no  longer  the  Queen  of  the  May, 

For  Jenny's  no  longer,  &c. 

He.  Believe  me,    dear  Maiden,  your  Lover  you 
wrong  ; 

Your  Name  is  for  ever  the  Theme  of  my  Song  : 
From  the  Dews  of  pale  Eve  to  the  Dawning  of 

Day 

I  fing  but  of  Jenny,  my  Queen  of  the  May, 
I  fing  but  of  Jenny,  &c. 

She.  Again  balmy  Comfort  with  Tranfport  I  view  ; 
Ivly  Fears  are  all  vaniih'd,  fince  Jockey  is  true  : 
Then  to  our  blithe  Shepherds  the  News  I'll 
convey, 

That  Jenny  alone  you've  crown'd  Queen  of  the 

May,' 
That  Jenny,  fcfc. 

He.  Of  ev'ry  Degree,  ye  young  Lovers,  draw  near  ; 
Avoid  all  Sufpicion,  whate'er  may  appear  ;  ^ 

Believe 
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Believe, not  your  Eyes,  if  your  Peace  they'd 
betray  :  J 

Then  come,  my  dear  Jenny,  and  hail  the  new 
May, 

Then  come,  my  dear,  iffc. 

Both.  Of  evVy  Degree,  ye  young  Lover,,  draw  near; 
Avoid  all  Suspicion,  whatever  may  appear  - 
Believe  not  your  Eyes,  if  your" Peace  they'd 
betray  : 

Then  come,  my  dear  Jcdey,  and  hail  the  new 
May, 

Then  cpjne,  my  dear  Jenrh  and  hail  the  new  • 
May. 

SONG  CCXXVi: 
Sung  in  the  Majk  ^Alfred. 

WHEN  Britain  firft,  at  HeavVs  Command; 
Arqfe  from  out  the  azure  Main,  a 
Arofe,  &c.  yvj 

This  was  the  Charter,  the  Charter  of  the  Land  ' 
And  Guardian  Angels  fung  the  Strain  : 

Rule,  Britannia,  Britannia,  rule  the  Waves, 
ror  Britons  never  will  be  Slaves. 

The  Nations,  not  fo  bleil  as  tbee 

Muffin  their  Turns,  to  Tyrants  fail, 
Murt  in,  ferV. 

Whilft  thou  flialt  flourifh,  lhalt  flourilh  greatand free, 
The  Dread  and  Envy  of  them  all. 
Rule,  Britannia,  Sec. 

Still  more  majeftic  (halt  thou  rife, 
More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  Stroke, 
More  dreadful,  &c. 

As 
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As  the  loud  Blafl  that  tears  the  Skies, 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  Oak. 
Rule,  Britannia,  &c. 

Thee  haughty  Tyrants  ne'er  mall  tame; 

All  their  Attempts  to  bend  thee  down, 

All  their,  &c. 
Will  but  aroufe,  aroufe  thy  gen'rous  Flame, 

And  work  their  Woe,  and  thy  Renown. 
Rule,  Britannia,  &c. 

To  thee  belongs  the  rural  F.eign, 

Thy  Cities  fhall  with  Commerce  mine, 
Thy  Cities,  fcfr. 

All  ,thine  (hall  be,  fhall  be  the  fubjed  Main, 
And  ev'ry  Shore  it  circles,  thine. 
Rule,  Britannia,  &c. 

The  Mufes,  ftill  with  Freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  Coafl  repair, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  Coaft  repair  ; 
Blefs'd  Ifle  !  with  Beauties,  with  matchlefs  Beauties 
crown'd, 

And  manly  Hearts  to  guard  the  Fair. 

Rule,  Britannia,  Britannia,  rule  the  Waves, 
For  Britons  never  will  be  Slaves. 

SONG  CCXXVII. 
Love  in  low  Life. 

YOUNG  Jockey  he  courted  fweet  Moggy  fo  fair ; 
The  Lafs  fhe  was  lovely,  the  Swain  debonair: 
They  hugg'd,  and  they  cuddled,  and  talk'd  with 
their  Eyes, 

And  look'd,  as  all  Lovers  do,  wonderful  wife. 

4  A  Fortnight 
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A  Fortnight  was  fpent  ere  dear  Meggy  came  to  ; 
(For  Maidens  a  Decency  keep  when  they  woo :) 
At  length  fhe  confented,  and  made  him  a  Vow  ; 
And  Jockey  he  gave,  for  a  Jointure,  his  Cow. 

They  pannell'd  their  Dobbins,  and  rode  to  the  Fair, 
Still  killing  and  fondling  until  they  came  there  : 
They  call'd  on  the  Parfon,  and  by  him  were  wed  ; 
And  Moggy  me  took  her  dear  Jockey  to  Bed. 

They  ftaid  there  a  Week,  as  the  Neighbours  all  fay ; 
And  none  were  fo  happy,  and  gamefome,  as  they  : 
Then  home  they  return'd,  but  return'd  moll  unkind; 
For  Jockey  rode  on,  and  left  Moggy  behind. 

Surpriz'd  at  this  Treatment,  ihe  cried,  Gaffer  Joel, 
Pray  what  is  the  Reafon  that  Moggy  you  mock  ? 
Quoth  he,  Goofe,  come  on  !  why  you  now  are  mv 
Bride ;  y 
And  when  Volk  are  wed,  they  fet  Fooling  afide. 

He  took  home  his  Moggy,  good  Conduft  to  learn, 
Who  bruQVd  up  the  Houfe,  while  he  thatch'd  the 
old  Barn  ; 

They  laid  in  a  Stock  for  the  Cares  that  enfue, 
And  now  live  as  Man  and  Wife  ufually  do. 

SONG  CCXXVIIL 
Sung  at  Drury-Lane,  by  Mrs.  Clive.^ 

HOW  brim- full  of  nothing's  the  Life  of  a  Beau  r 
They've  nothing  to  think  of,  they've  nothing 
to  do;  6 
And  nothing  to  talk  of,  for  nothing  they  know  I 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau, 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau. 


For 
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For  nothing  they  rife,  but  to  draw  the  frefti  Air  ; 
Spend  the  Morning  in  nothing,  but  curling  their  Hair; 
And  do  nothing  all  Day,  but  fing,  faunter  and  ftare  : 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau, 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau. 

For  nothing,  at  Night,  to  the  Play-Houfe  they  croud; 
To  mind  nothing  done  there,  they  always  are  proud ; 
But  to  bow,  and  to  grin,  and  talk  nothing  aloud  : 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau, 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau. 

For  nothing  they  run  to  th'  AfTembly  and  Ball ; 
And  for  nothing,  at  Cards,  a  fair  Partner  they  call ; 
For  they  ftill  mult  be  baited,  who've  nothing  at  all : 
Such,  luch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau, 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau. 

For  nothing,  on  Sundays,  at*Church  they  appear  ; 
They  have  nothing  to  hope  for,  and  nothing  to  fear  : 
They  can  be  nothing  nowhere,  who  nothing  are  here. 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau, 
Such,  fuch,  is  the  Life  of  a  Beau. 

SONG  CCXXIX. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    The  Words  by  Mr.  Prior. 

AS  Chios  came  into  the  Room  t'other  Day, 
I  peevifli  began,  Where  fo  long  could  you  itay  ? 
In  your  Life-time  you  never  regarded  your  Hour  ; 
You  promis'd  at  Two,  but— look,  Child !  'tis  Four : 
A  Lady's  Watch  needs  neither  Figures  or  Wheels ; 
'Tis  enough  that  'tis  loaded  with  Baubles  and  Seals : 
A  Temper  fo  heedlefs  no  Mortal  can  bear.— 
Thus  far  I  went  on  with  a  refolute  Air, 
Thus  far  I  went -on  with  a  refolute  Air. 

Lord, 
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Lord  blefs  me!  fays  me,  let  a  Body  buf  fpeak  ; 
Here  s  an  ugly  hard  Rofe-bad  fall'n  into  my  Neck 
It  has  hurt  me,  and  vex'd  me,  to  fuch  a  Degree: 
Look  here  !  for  you  never  believe  me,  pray  fee, 
On  the  Left  Side :  my  Breaft  what  a  Mark  it  has  made 
So  faying,  her  Bofom  me  carelefs  difplay'd  • 
That  Scene  of  Delight  I  with  Wonder  furvey'd, 
And  forgot  ev'ry  Word  I  defign'd  to  have  faid. 


w 


SONG  CCXXX. 

Sung  in  Com  us. 

rOULD  you  tafte  the  Noon-tide  Air, 
i  o  yon  fragrant  Bow'r  repair, 
Where,  woven  with  the  Poplar  Bough, 
The  mant  mg  Vine  will  Ihelter  you, 
Tfle  mant  mg  Ving  will  Ihelter  you  : 
Down  each  Side  a  Fountain  flows, 
lining  murm'ring,  as  it  goes, 
Lightly  o'er  the  moffy-Ground, 
Lightly  o'er  the  mofly  Ground, 
Sultry  Pbcebus  fcorching  round 
Sultry  Phcebus  fcorching  round! 

Round  the  languid  Herds,  and  Sheep, 
Stretch'd  o'er  funny  Hillocks,  fleep; 
While  on  the  Hyacinth  and  Rofe  * 
The  Pair  does  all  alone  repofe, 
i  he  Fair  does  all  alone  repofe  : 
All  alone  ;  yet  in  her  Arms 
Your  Breaft  fhajl  beat  to  Love's  Alarms, 
Tih  ,  MefUnd  bleffing,  you  Ihall  own, 
f  he  joys  of  Love  are  joys  alone, 
ihe  joys  of  Love  are  joys  alone. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCXXXI. 


Sung  in  Comus. 


THE  wanton  God  who  pierces  Hearts, 
Dips  in  Gall  his  pointed  Darts  ; 
But  the  Nymph  difdains  to  pine, 
Who  bathes  the  Wound  with  rofy  Wine, 


Farewel  Lovers  when  they're  cloy'd, 
If  I  am  fcorn'd  becaufe  enjoy'd ; 
Sure  the  fqueamim  Fops  are  free 
To  rid  me  of  dull  Company  ; 
Sure  they're  free,  fure  they're  free, 
To  rid  me  of  dull  Company. 

They  have  Charms,  whilft  mine  can  pies 

I  love  them  much,  but  more  my  Eafe  : 

No  jealous  Fears  my  Love  moleft, 

Nor  faithlefs  Vows  (hall  break  my  Reft, 

Break  my  Reft,  break  my  Reft  ; 

Nor  faithlefs  Vows  mall  break  my  Reft. 

Why  mould  they  e'er  give  me  Pain, 
Who  to  give  me  Joy  difdain  ? 
AW  I  hope  of  mortal  Man, 
Is  to  Jove  me  while  he  can, 
While  he  can,  while  he  can  ; 
Is  to  love  me  while  he  can. 


Wine, 

Wound  with  rofy  Wine. 


SON  C 
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SONG  CCXXXIL 
Sung  in  Comus,  by  Mr.  Beard. 

NOW  Phaslus  finketh  in  the  Weil, 
m  Welcome  Song,  and  welcome  left  ; 
Midnight  Shouts  and  Revelry, 
Tipfy  Dance,  and  Jollity  : 
Braid  your  Locks  with  rofy  Twine, 
Dropping  Odours,  dropping  Wine  ; 
£raid  your  Locks  with  rofy  Twine, 
■Dropping  Odours,  dropping  Wine. 

Rigour  now  is  gone  to  Bed, 

And  Advice  with  fcrup'lous  Head  ; 

ro? 7    ge'  and  four  Severity, 

With  their  grave  Saws  in  Slumber  lie, 

With  their  grave  Saws  in  Slumber  lie. 

SONG  CCXXXIII. 
Sung  in  Comus. 

BY  the  gaily-circling  Glafs 
We  can  fee  how  Minutes  pafs  : 
By  the  hollow  Cafk  are  told 
How  the  waning  Night  grows  old, 
How  the  waning  Night  grows  old  : 
boon,  too  foon,  the  bufy  Day 
Drives  us  from  our  Sport  and  Play  • 
What  have  we  with  Day  to  do  > 
Sons  of  Care,  'twas  made  for  you, 
fcons  of  Care,  'twas  made  for"  you 


SONG 
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SONG  CCXXXIV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe. 

rHE  new-flown  Birds  the  Shepherds  ftng, 
And  welcome  in  the  May  ; 


Come,  Pajtorella,  now  the  Spring 

Makes  ev'ry  Landfkip  gay  : 
Wide-fpreading  Trees  their  leafy  Shade 

O'er  half  the  Plain  extend, 
Or,  in  reflecting  Fountains  play'd, 
Their  quiv'ring  Branches  bend  ; 
Or,  in  reflecting  Fountains  play'd, 
Their  quiv'ring  Branches  bend. 

Come,  tafte  the  Seafon  in  its  Prime, 

And  blefs  the  rifing  Year  ; 
Oh  !  how  my  Soul  grows  fick  of  Time* 

'Till  thou,  my  Love,  appear  ! 
Then  mail  I  pafs  the  gladfome  Day, 

Warm  in  thy  Beauty's  Shine, 
When  thy  dear  Flock  fhall  feed  and  play, 

And  intermix  with  mine, 

And  intermix,  ftflf. 

For  thee,  of  Doves  a  Milk-white  Pair 

In  Silken  Bands  I  hold  ; 
For  thee  a  Grilling  Lambkin  fair 

I  keep  within  the  Fold  : 
If  Milk-white  Doves  Acceptance  meet, 

Or  tender  Lambkins  pleafe, 
My  fpotlefs  Heart,  without  Deceit, 

Be  offer'd  up  with  thefe, 

Be  offer'd  up  with  thefe. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCXXXV. 
Set  by  Dr.  Ame,    Sung  in  Thomas  and  Sally. 

THE  echoing  Horn  calls  the  Sportfmen  abroad 
To  Horfe,  my  brave  Boys,  and  away  ; 
Tne  Morning  is  up,  and  the  Cry  of  the  Hounds 

Upbraids  our  too  tedious  Delay  : 
What  Pleafure  we  find  in  purfuing  the  Fox  ! 

O'er  Hill,  and  o'er  Valley,  he  Ries  : 
Then  follow  ;  we'll  foon  overtake  him— huzza  ! 
The  Traitor  is  feiz'd  on,  and  dies. 

Triumphant  returning  at  Night  with  the  Spoil, 

Like  Bacchanals,  fhouting  and  gay, 
How  fweet  with  a  Bottle  and  Lafs  to  refrefh, 

And  lofe  the  Fatigues  of  the  Day  ! 
With  Sport,  Love,  and  Wine,  fickle  Fortane  defy  ; 

Dull  Wifdom  all  Happinefs  fours  : 
Since  Life  is  no  more  than  a  PaiTage  at  bed, 

Let's  ftrew  the  Way  over  with  Flow'rs. 

SONG  CCXXXVI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Pepufh.    Words  by  Mr.  Hughes. 

Rrcitative. 

SEE!  from  the  filent  Grove  Jlexis  flies, 
And  feeks  with  ev'ry  pleafing  Art 
To  eafe  the  Pain  which  lovely  Eyes 

Created  in  his  Heart  : 
To  ihining  Theatres  he  now  repairs, 
To  learn  Camilla's  moving  Airs, 
Where  thus  to  Mufic's  Pow'r  the  Swain  addrefs'd 
nis  Pray'rs. 

Air. 
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Air. 

Charming  Sounds,  that  fweetly  languifh ; 
Mufic,  oh,  compofe  my  Anguilh ! 

Ev'ry  Pafiion  yields  to  thee, 

Ev'ry  Paffion  yields  to  thee  : 
Phoebus*  quickly  then  relieve  me, 
Cupid  mall  no  more  deceive  me  ; 

I'll  to  fprightlier  Joys  be  free, 

I'll  to  fprightlier  Joys  be  free. 

Recitative. 

jfpello  heard  the  foolifh  Swain  ; 

He  knew,  when  Daphne  once  he  lov'd, 
How  weak,  t'affuage  an  am'rous  Pain, 

His  own  harmonious  Voice  had  prov'd, 
And  all  his  healing  Herbs  how  vain  ^ 
Then  thus  he  ftrikes  the  fpeaking  Strings, 
Preluding  to  his  Voice,  and  fings, 

Air.      {J*  mtfftrW'tt- 
Sound.%  tho'  charming,  can't  relieve  thee ; 
Do  not,  Shepherd,  then  deceive  thee ; 
Mufic  is  the  Voice  of  Love, 
Mufic  is  the  Voice  of  Love  : 
If  the  render  Maid  believe  thee, 
Soft  Relenting,  kind  Confenting, 
Will  alone  thy  Pain  remove, 
Will  alone  thy  Pain  remove. 


SONG  CCXXXVII. 
Sum  in  the  Serenata  o/Solomon. 

TELL  me,  lovely  Shepherd,  where 
Thou  feed'ft  at  Noon  thy  fleecy  Care  ; 
Direft  me  to  the  fweet  Retreat 
That  guards  thee  from  the  Mid- day  Heat ; 


Left  by  thy  Flocks  I  lonely  ftray, 
Without  a  Guide,  and  lofe  my  Way  : 
Where  reft  at  Noon  thy  bleating  Care, 
Gentle  Shepherd,  tell  me  where, 

song  ccxxxvrn. 

Sung  in  Thomas  and  Sally,    Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

WHEN  I  was  a  young  one,  what  Girl  was 
like  me  ? 

So  wanton,  fo  airy,  and  brilk  as  a  Bee  ; 

Vv-l^'  1  rambled'  1  laugh'd,  and  where-e'er 
A  Fiddle  was  heard, —to  be  fure  I  was  there. 

. 

To  all  that  came  near  I  had  fomething  to  fay  : 
Twas   This,  Sir-and  That,  Sir-but  fcarce  ever 
Nay ; 

And,  Sundays,  drefs'd  out  in  my  Silks  and  my  Lace. 
I  warrant  I  flood  by  the  beft  in  the  Place. 

™  TWCn  ft 1  Sot  me  a  Hl*ftand,  poor  Man  ! 
Well  reft  him— We  all  are  as  good  as  we  can  ; 
Yet  he  was  fo  peevifli,  he'd  quarrel  for  Straws, 
And  jealous  -tho'  truly  I  gave  him  fome  Caufe. 

He  fnubb'd  me,  and  huff'd  me,  but  let  me  alone  ; 
*gad    I  ve  a  Tongue,  and  I  paid  him  his  own  : 
Ye  Wives,  take  the  Hint,  and  when  Spouie  is  un- 
tow'rd, 

Stand  firm  to  your  Charter,  and  have  the  kft  Word. 

But  now  I'm  quite  alter'd,  the  more  to  my  Woe  : 
1  m  not  what  I  was  forty  Summers  ago : 

^art^  f°re  F°e;  there>S  n°  mvnninS  W» 
However,  I  keep  up  a  pretty  good  Heart. 

Grown 
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Grow*  old,  yet  I  hate  to  be  fitting  mum-chance  ; 
I  ftill  love  a  Tune,  though  unable  to  dance  ; 
And,  Books  of  Devotion  laid  by  on  my  Shelf, 
I  teach  that  to  others  I  once  did  myfelf. 

SONG  CCXXXIX. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce.    In  the  Serenata  of  Solomon. 

ON  his  Face  the  vernal  Rofe, 
Blended  with  the  Lily,  glows ; 
His  Locks  are  as  the  Raven  black, 
In  Ringlets  waving  down  his  Back. 

His  Eyes  with  milder  Beauties  beam 
Than  billing  Doves  befide  the  Stream  ; 
His  youthful  Cheeks  are  Beds  of  Flow'rs, 
Enripen'd  by  refrefhing  Show'rs. 

His  Lips  are  of  the  Rofe's  Hue, 
Still  dropping  with  a  fragrant  Dew  : 
Tall  as  the  Cedar  he  appears, 
And  as  ereft  his  Form  he  bears. 

SONG  CCXL. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

WERE  I  as  poor  as  Wretch  can  be, 
As  great  as  any  Monarch,  he, 
Ere  on  fuch  Terms  I'd  mount  his  Throne, 
I'd  work  my  Fingers  to  the  Bone. 

Grant  me,  ye  Pow'rs,  (I  afk  not  Wealth) 
prant  me  but  Innocence  and  Health  ; 

what  is  Grandeur  link'd  to  Vice  ? 
'Tis  only  Virtue  gives  it  Price. 

SONG 
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SONG  CCXLL 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    I„  Eliza. 

MY  fond  Shepherds  of  late  were  fo  bleft, 
■     Th"r  [air  Nymphs  werefo  happy  and  eav 
aL  f?  NlSht.^Y  went  fafdy  to  Reft,        S  7> 
And  they  merrily  fung  thro'  the  Day  - 

.I  ai"  .  what  a  Scene  muft  appear  •  * 
^      uth^fweet  rural  P'ftimes  be  o"'er  ? 
q[  the  Tabor  no  more  ftrike  the  Ear  > 
Shall  the  Dance  on  the  Green  be  no  more  ? 

Muft  t hFel0RkS/r°m        Paft0"  «*  ^d  f  * 

Muft  Relfiln        -erCe  gr?w  flck  of  *e  Tide  ? 
fn  f  t  8,  °"  exPlre  on  the  Ground, 
And  /hall  Virtue  fink  down  by  her  Side? 

SONG  CCXLII. 

I Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 
HeaLT  VilIa#f  3  Swain  ''<>the'  Day  : 
Then  blu/Vr?    '  ^  b?gS'd  me  a  Moment*  flay  • 

bore  :  Paills  that  he 

Ye!  «£?  <*T  HS  ^ S  1  know  n°<>  I  vow ; 
Yet  alas  !  my  poor  Heart  fe,    I  » 

Each  Mormng  the  je/Tamine,  Vi'let  and  Rofe 

Vet,  alas !  my  poot  Heart  feels,  I  cannot  tell  how. 

At 
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At  my  Feet  the  young  Shepherd  for  ever  I  fee, 
Protefting  he  never  lov'd  any  but  me  ; 
He  eazes f  with  Tranfport,  and  kifles  me  too, 
And  fwears  that  he'll  ever  be  conftant  and  true  : 
But  what  is  his  Meaning  I  know  not,  I  vow  ; 
Yet,  alas !  my  poor  Heart  feels,  I  cannot  tell  how. 

I  oft  fee  the  Tears  ftreaming  fall  from  his  Eyes, 
And  hear  him,  poor  Youth  !  breathe  a  thoufand  of 

He  tells3 £  no  Nymph  in  the  World  is  like  me, 
Nor  Shepherd  alive  fo  unhappy  as  he : 
But  whatis  his  Meaning  I  know  not,  I  vow  ; 
Yet,  alas !  my  poor  Heart  feels,  I  cannot  tell  how. 

Why  does  the  dear  Shepherd  to  me  thus  complain, 

An/fay  that  my  Eyes  are  the  Caufe  of  his  Pain  ? 

Indeed,  ever  fince,  his  fad  Fate  I  deplore, 

And  I  wilh  I  knew  how  he  might  fuffer  no  more  . 

I'll  do  all  I  can  to  relieve  him,  I  vow. 

If  he  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  teach  me  but  how. 

SONG  CCXLIII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.   In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

LIFE'S  a  Garden,  rich  in  Treafure, 
Bury'd  like  the  Seeds  in  Earth  : 
There  lie  Joy,  Contentment,  Pleafure  ; 
But  'tis  Love  muft  give  them  Birth. 

That  warm  Sun  its  Aid  denying, 

We  no  Happinefs  can  tafte ; 
But  in  cold  Obftruaion  lying, 

Life  is  all  one  barren  Wafte. 

SO  N  C 
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SONG  CCXLIV. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mifs  Brent  in  the  Jovial 
Crew/ 

TH°'  Lboaft look  gay  when  of  Beauty  they 

And 1  Mifers  are  envy'd  when  Wealth  is  increas'd  • 
The  Vapours  oft  kill  all  the  Joys  of  a  Toaft  ' 
And  the  Mifer's  a  WretchVhen  he  payffor  the 

The  Pride  of  the  Great,  of  the  Rich,  of  the  Fair 
May  Pny  befpeak,  but  Envy  can't  moS 
My  Thoughts  are  no  farther  afpiring,  ' 
No  more  my  fond  Heart  irdefiring, 

I  bved0n5'  C°ntent' and  the  Ma«  that 

SONG  CCXLV. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.   In  Thomas  and  Sally 

THAT  May-day  of  Life  is  for  Pleafure, 
lor  Singing,  for  Dancing,  and  Show  : 
Then  why  will  you  wafte  fuch  a  Treafure 
In  fighing,  and  crying— Heigho  ? 

Let's  copy  the  Bird  in  the  Meadows  • 
By  her's  tune  your  Pipe  when  'tis  low  • 

*ly  round,  and  coquette  it  as  flie  does 
And  never  fit  crying— Heigho  ! 

Though,  when  in  the  Arms  of  a  Lover 
It  fometimes  may  happen,  I  know,  ' 

We  cannot  help  crying -Heigho ' 

*<  In 
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In  Age  ev'ry  one  a  new  Part  takes; 

I  find  to  my  Sorrow  'tis  fo : 
When  old,  you  may  cry  till  your  Heart  aches, 

But  no  one  will  mind  you— Heigho  ! 

SONG  CCXLVI. 
The  Words  and  Mufic  by  Dr.  Arne. 
A  Favourite  Song.    Sung  by  Mifs  Brent. 

NYMPHS  and  Shepherds,  come  away, 
Wanton  in  the  Sweets  of  May  ; 
Trip  it  o'er  the  flow'ry  Lawns, 
Wanton  as  the  bounding  Fawns  : 
Frolic,  buxom,  blithe,  and  gay, 
Nymphs  and  Shepherds,  come  away. 

SONG  CCXLVIL 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

WHEN  late  I  wander'd  o'er  the  Plain, 
From  Nymph  to  Nymph,  I  flrove  in  van 

My  wild  Defires  to  rally  : 
But  now  they're  of  themfelves  come  home, 
And,  ftrange  !  no  longer  feek  to  roam  ; 

They  center  all  in  Sally. 
Yet  fhe,  unkind  one  !  damps  my  Joy, 
And  cries,  I  court  but  to  deftroy  : 

Can  Love  with  Ruin  tally  ? 
By  thofe  dear  Lips,  thofe  Eyes,  I  fwear, 
I  would  all  Deaths,  all  Torments  bear, 

Rather  than  injure  Sally. 
Come  then,  oh  come  !  thou  fvveetcr  far 
Than  Jeffamine  and  Rofes  are, 
Or  Lilies  of  the  Valley  ; 

O  folio 
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HeSLL°Ve'  andqu"  your  Fear, 
He  11  guide  you  to  thefe  Arms,  my  Dear 
And  make  me  blelt  in  Sally.      Y  ' 

SONG  CCXLVIII. 
Spring.    An  Ode. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne,  fir  the  Monthly  Melod 
rXECREPID  Winter  limp'd  away; 

Now  youthful  s       aP       y  , 

With  Health  and  Pleafure  in  her  Train  • 
She  comes,  and,  lo  !  where'er  £e  trends" 

Ana >t  ^"dr°rPS  rhite'  and  Vi'Ieti  blue, 
And  Flow'rs  o-f  ev'ry  Leaf  and  Hue. 

Hail!  failing  Seafon,  woo'd  by  thee 

I  pantforhi0l,>'  Sm°ak'  andN^e, 
i  pant  for  calmer,  purer  Toys  : 

Mb.ds  a  pl<afanl  Counity  Seat 

And,  ne1£her  Sp   nor  Whif  ,  » 
£nJOy  the  Beauties  of  the  Year.- 


SON 
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SONG  CCXLIX. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    In  the  Oratorio  of  Alfred  th 
Great. 

ARISE,  fweet  Meffenger  of  Morn, 
With  thy  mild  Beams  this  Ifle  adorn ; 
For,  long  as  Shepherds  pipe  and  play, 
This,  this  mail  be  a  Holiday. 

See  !  Morn  appears ;  a  rofy  Hue 
Steals  foft  o'er  yonder  orient  Blue  : 
Well  are  we  met  in  trim  Array, 
To  frolic  out  this  Holiday. 
Each  Nymph,  be  like  the  blufliing  Morn, 
That  gaily  brightens  o'er  the  Lawn  ; 
Each  Shepherd,  like  the  Sun  be  gay, 
And  grateful  keep  this  Holiday. 


A 


SONG  CCL. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.     In  Thomas  and  Sally. 
L  L  you  who  would  wifh  to  fucceed  with  a  La 
Learn  how  the  Affair's  to  be  done  ; 
For,  if  you  Hand  fooling,  and  fhy,  like  an  Afs, 

You'll  lofe  her,  as  fure  as  a  Gun. 
With  Whining,  and  Sighing,  and  Vows,  and  all  th 

As  far  as  you  pleafe  you  may  run  ; 
She'll  hear  you,  and  jeer  you,  and  give  you  a  I  at, 

But  jilt  you,  as  fure  as  a  Gun. 
To  worfhip,  and  call  her  bright  Goddefs,  is  fine 

But,  mark  you  the  Confequence,  Mun  5> 
The  Baggage  will  think  herielf  really  divine, 
And  icorn  you,  as  fure  as  a  Gun, 

T 
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And  no  Opportunuy  ihun  ; 
She  1  tell  you  (he  hates  you,  and  fwear  /he'll  cry  out 
But  mum— Ihe's  as  fure  as  a  Gun.  y 

SONG  CCLI. 
Arne.    In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

*m  thinking  how  the  Wenches  will  reioice 

Anchor,  ,aok  nbonr,  and  SSS^S™' 
Air. 

For  ,  Sailor  rhaf.jofl  come  alhoro  > 

ft  Coorago,^,  ftc„Uj  yonrown  Co„ft<!iieiiee 

Von  lamdm  (halJ  foon  do  yon  Rid,, . 
B»^^nZ;^-fi-^|nCnok„o. 

L  3  You've 
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You've  only  to  fhun  your  nonfenfical  Jars, 
Your  danin'd  Party  and  idle  Conteft  ; 

And  let  all  your  Strife  be,  like  us~honeft  Tars, 
Who  (hall  fight  for  his  Country  belt. 

A  feafaring  Spark  if  the  Maids  can  affeft, 
Bid  the  fimpering  Gypfies  look  to't ; 

Sound  Bottoms  they'll  find  us,  in  ev'ry  Refped, 
And  our  Pockets  well  laden  to  boot. 

The  Landfmen,  mayhap,  in  the  Way  of  Difcourfe, 
Have  more  Art  to  perfuade,  and  the  like  ; 

But  'ware  thofe  falfe  Colours  -  for  better,  for  worfe, 
is  the  Bargain  we're  willing  to  ftrike. 

Now  long  live  the  King  !  may  he  prcfperous  reign, 

Of  no  Power,  no  Fadion,  afraid  ; 
May  Britain's  proud  Flag  ftill  exult  o'er  the  Main, 

At  all  Points  of  the  Compafs  difplay'd ! 

No  Quickfands  endanger,  no  Storms  overwhelm, 
Steady,  ftcady,  and  fafe  may  lhe  fail ; 

No  ignorant  Pilots  e'er  fit  at  her  Helm, 
Or* her  Anchor  of  Liberty  fail  ! 

SONG  CCLIL 
Set  by  Br.  Arne.    In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

AUSPICIOUS  Spirits,  guard  my  Love., 
In  Time  of  Danger  near  him  'bide  ; 
With  out-fpread  Wings  around  him  move, 

And  turn  each  random  Ball  afide. 
And  you,  his  Foes,  though  Hearts  of  Steel, 

Oh!  may  you  then  with  me  accord  ; 
A  fvrapathetic  Pafiion  feel, 

Behold  his  Face,  and  drop  the  Sword. 
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Ye  Winds,  your  bluft'ring  Fury  leave  ; 

Like  Airs  that  o'er  the  Garden  iweep 
Breathe  foft  in  Sighs,  and  gentle  heave 

The  calm,  fmooth  Bofom  of  the  Deep. 
Till,  Halcyon  Peace  return'd  once  more, 

From  Blafts  fecure,  and  hoftile  Harms, 
My  bailor  views  his  native  Shore, 

And  harbours  fafe  in  thefe  fond  Arms. 

SONG  CCLIII. 

I Write  to  true  Britons,  I  mean  not  the  Men, 
%   But  to  Women  of  Spirit,  to  do  all  they  can, 
1  o  ftand  for  their  Rights,  as  they  would  for  their 
Lives, 

And  prove  to  the  World  that  they're  true  iritijh 
Wives.  J 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  derry  down. 

May  each  Girl  that  wants  Spirit,  be  wed  to  a  Churl ; 
Let  iuch  be  mfipid,  and  ftupidly  dull, 
Be  grave  and  look  gloomy,  till  you  can  provoke 
borne  Chat,  that  may  end  in  an  innocent  Joke. 

Shall  we  tamely  to  turbulent  Spoufes  fubmit, 

Who  only  rind  fault-why  ?  becaufe  they  think  fit  ? 

When  my  Hufband  turns  Turk,  and  can  prove  I've 

no  Soul,  r 
Til  be  blindly  obedient,  nor  dare  to  controui, 

SillCe  °Foef Cn  ^  SrCat  Her°eSj  and  C°n<iUer  their 
Shall  we  Women  want  Courage  one  Man  to  oppofe  ? 
Since  our  Sires,  and  our  C%ring,  can  fight  One 
to  Ten,  to 

Let's  prove  ourfelvcs  worthy  of  brave  Britijh  Men. 

L  I  In 
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In  Ages  long  paft,  from  a  great  Eaftern  King, . 
That  Women  were  ftrongeft  good  Proof  I  can  bring: 
Then  if  we,  with  aBritiJh  King  plac'd  on  the  Throne, 
Won't  ftand  for  our  Rights,  we  deferve  to  have  none. 

Let's  be  Heroines  all,  and  ftand  up  for  the  Truth, 
Grave  Matron,  fine  Lady,  poor  Woman,  or  Youth  : 
If  we're  wrong,  let  us  own  it ;  but,  if  we  are  right, 
Cry  Freedom  and  Property  with  all  our  Might. 

Then  all  ad  like  Sarah,  and  you  will  be  prais'd, 

Be  never  affrighted,  r  :>r  ever  amaz'd  ; 

But  (land  for  your  Rights  as  you  would  for  your 

Lives, 

That  your  Hufbands  may  know  v/hen  they've  got 
Britijh  Wives. 


The  Tempest  of  War.    Sung  by  Mr.  Vernon,  at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. 

TT  ET  the  Tempeft  of  War 


With  Trumpets'  and  Cannons'  Alarms : 
Let  the  Brave,  if  they  will, 
By  their  Valour  or  Skill, 
Seek  Honour  and  Conqueft  in  Arms. 

To  live  fafe,  and  retire, 

Is  what  I  defire, 
Of  my  Flocks  and  my  Chloe  pofTeft ; 

For  in  them  I  obtain 

True  Peace  without  Pain, 
And  the  lafiing  Enjoyment  of  Reft  : 


SONG  CCLIV. 


In 
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In  fome  Cottage  or  Cell, 
Like  a  Shepherd  to  dwell, 
From  all  Interruption  at  Eafe  ; 
In  a  peaceable  Life, 
To  be  bleft  with  a  Wife, 
Who  will  fludy  her  Hufband  to  pleafe. 

SONG  CCLV. 
The  Sailor's  Return. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.     In  Thomas  and  Sally. 

LET  Fops  pretend  in  Flames  to  melt, 
And  talk  of  Pangs  they  never  felt ; 
I  fpeak  without  Difguife  or  Art, 
And  with  my  Hand  bellow  my  Heart. 

Let  Ladies  prudimly  deny, 
Look  cold,  and  give  their  Thoughts  the  Lye  5 
I  own  the  Paffion  in  my  Breaft, 
And  long  to  make  my  Lover  bleft. 

For  this  the  Sailor,  on  the  Maft, 
Endures  the  Cold  and  cutting  Blaft  ; 
All  dripping  wet,  wears  out  the  Night, 
And  braves  the  Fury  of  the  Fight. 

For  this  the  Virgin  pines,  and  fighs, 
With  throbbing  Heart,  and  ftreaming  Eyes, 
Till  fweet  Reverfe  of  Joy  me  proves, 
And  clafps  the  faithful  Lad  fhe  loves. 

Both.  Ye  Britijb  Youths,  be  brave,  you'll  find, 
The  Britijb  Virgins  will  be  kind  -y 
Protect  their  Beauty  from  Alarms, 
And  they'll  repay  you  with  its  Charms. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCLVL 

Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.  Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhall. 

J'VE  rambled,  I  own  it,  whole  Years,  up  and 
£  down, 

And  figh'd  o'er  each  beautiful  Nymph  of  the  Town; 
Such  Fancies  have  plagued  me,  that  oft  in  my  Life 
I've  been  ready  to  ftart  at  the  Name  of  a  Wife. 

But  ftiam'd  from  my  Fears,  that  have  oft  broke  my 

Reft, 

And  weary  with  Roving,  both  cloy'd  and  unbleft, 
I'll  try  to  be  happy  the  reft  of  my  Life, 
And  venture,  tho*  late,  yet  at  laft,  on  a  Wife. 

Then  farewel  the  Jilt,  and  the  Fool,  and  the  Bold  ; 
I  quit  you  with  Pleafure  before  I  grow  old  : 
One  Girl  of  my  Heart  I  will  take  to  for  Life  ; 
And  enough  of  all  Conscience,  I  think,  is  one  Wife. 

I'll  fearch  the  Town  over,  this  fair  One  to  find, 
Nor  fickle,  nor  jealous,  nor  vain,  nor  unkind; 
Whofe  Wit  and  Good  Humour  may  hold  it  for  Life; 
And  then,  if  (he'll  have  me,  I'll  make  her  my  Wife. 

>Tis  Time  that  the  Follies  of  Life  had  an  End ; 
And  foon,  nay,  this  Inftant,  I'm  ready  to  mend  : 
What  Wonder  there'll  be  at  fo  aiter'd  a  Life  ! 
If  you're  wife,  you,  like  me,  will  refolve  on  a 

Wife, 


SONG 
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SONG  CCLVIL 
Set  by  Mr.  Dubourg.     Sung  by  Mrs.  Vincent, 
Vauxhall. 

THE  Lark's  fhrill  Note  awakes  the  Morn, 
The  Breezes  wave  the  ripen'd  Corn ; 
The  yellow  Harveit,  free  from  Spoil, 
Rewards  the  happy  Farmer's  Toil  ; 
The  flowing  Bowl  fucceeds  the  Flail, 
O  er  which  he  tells  the  jocund  Tale. 

SONG  CCLVIII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mrs.  Vincent,  nt 
Vauxhall. 

NOW  the  Snow-drops  lift  their  Heads, 
Cowlhps  rife  from  dewy  Beds ; 
Silver  Lilies  paint  the  Grove  ; 
Welcome  May,  and  welcome  Love. 

Now  the  Bee,  with  pliant  Wings, 
Flow'ry  Spoils,  unweary'd,  brings; 
Spoils  that  Nymphs  and  Swains  approve, 
Soft  as  May,  and  fweet  as  Love, 

Whilft  a-down  the  flopy  Hills 
Trickle  off  the  purling  Rills, 
Balmy  Sweets  perfume  the  Grove, 
May  unbends  the  Soul  to  Love. 

Long  the  icy  Maid  denies, 
Nor  regards  her  Shepherd's  Si^hs  • 
Now  your  fond  Petitions  move!  ' 
May  S  the  Seafon  form'd  for  Love 
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On  the  Fair  that  decks  our  Ifle 
May  each  Grace,  each  Virtue,  fmile ; 
And  our  happy  Shepherds  prove 
Days  of  Eafe,  and  Nights  of  Love. 

SONG  CCLIX. 
Honour.    Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhall 

rHE  Fiame  of  Love  fincere  I  felt, 
And  fkreen'd  the  Paflion  long ; 


A  Tyrant  in  my  Soul  it  dwelt, 

But  Awe  fupprefs'd  my  Tongue. 
At  length  I  told  my  deareft  Maid, 

My  Heart  was  fix'd  upon  her  : 
But  think  not  I  can  love,  me  faid  ; 
1  can't,  upon  my  Honour. 

The  Heart  that  once  is  roving  caught, 

All  prudent  Nymphs  diftruft; 
And  muft  it  for  a  youthful  Fault 

Be  always  deem'd  unjuft  ? 
So  Calia  judg'd,  fo  Senfe  decreed, 

And  bid  me  Hill  to  fhun  her  : 
Your  Suit,  me  faid,  won't  here  fucceed, 

It  won't,  upon  my  Honour. 

Too  long,  I  cry'd,  I've  been  to  blame, 

I,  with  a  Sigh,  confefs  ; 
But  thou,  who  canft  the  Rake  reclaim, 

My  new-born  Paffion  blefs ! 
Had  ev'ry  Nymph  like  Calia  prov'd, 

I  could  not  have  undone  her ; 
On  thee,  bright  Maid,  thou  beft  belov'd, 

I  doat,  upon  my  Honour. 


fi  while 


[  229  3 

A  while  the  Nymph  my  Suit  reprefs'd, 

My  Conftancy  to  prove, 
Then  with  a  Blufh  Confent  exprefs'd, 

And  blefs'd  me  with  her  Love. 
To  Church  I  led  the  blooming  Fair, 

Enraptur'd  that  I'd  won  her  ; 
And  now  Life's  fweeteft  Joys  we  fhare, 

We  do,  upon  my  Honour. 


SONG  CCLX. 
A  Dialogue.     Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
\  Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  and  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at  Vauxhall. 
He. 

HASTE,  hafle,  ev'ry  Nymph,  and  each  Swain, 
to  the  Grove ; 
For  Venus  is  there,  'tis  the  Seafon  for  Love  : 
Obey  the  kind  Summons ;  for,  if  fhe's  defy'd, 
YoarBoIdnefs  fhe'll  conquer,  and  punifh  your  Pride. 

She. 

Oh  hear  me,  ye  fair  Ones,  nor  heedlefsly  run  ; 
The  Path  to  Delight  is  the  Road  you  mould  fhun  • 
Fly  far  from  the  Grove  if  Venus  be  there  ; 
Her  Summons  is  cruel,  her  Smiles  are  a  Snare. 

He. 

Sure  Nature  was  never  averfe  to  Delight; 
Where  Pleafure  is   prefent,   Fear  foon  takes  its 
Flight: 

Proud  Nymph,  if  by  Kindnefs  you  cannot  be 
warm'd, 

Remember  that  Venus  her  C*//Vhas  arm'd. 


She. 
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I  fear  not  his  Vengeance,  his  Bow,  nor  his  Darts ; 
>Tis  credulous  Folly  that  foftens  our  Hearts  : 
But  Virtue's  the  Shield,  thofe  Hearts  can  fecure, 
And  Paffion's  a  Sicknefs  Difcretion  can  cure. 
He. 

Difcretion !  why  Venus  would  laugh  at  the  Name  : 
If  once  in  your  Bofom  fhe  kindles  a  Flame, 
In  fpite  of  yourlelf,  you  would  hie  to  the  Grove  ; 
For  Reafon  can't  ftruggle  'gainft  Nature  and  Love. 
She. 

Go,  leave  me,  Deceiver,  let  Reafon  prevail ; 
'Gainft  Nature  and'Paffion  let  Fear  turn  the  Scale. 
Both. 

Nay,  Traitor,  forbear ;  I'm  to  Honour  a  Slave. 
Nay,  Faireft,  be  kinder ;  to  Love  I'm  a  Slave. 

SONG  CCLXI. 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce.    Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at 
Vauxhall. 

AS  Thyrfis  reclin'd  by  her  Side  he  loy'd I  beft, 
With  a  Sigh,  her  foft  Hand  to  his  Bofom  he 
preft,  ,  , 

While  his  Paflion  he  breath'd  m  the  Grove  ; 
As  the  Bird  to  his  Neft  ftill  returns  for  Repofe, 
As  back  to  its  Fountain  the  conftant  Stream  flows, 

So  true  and  unchang'd  is  my  Love. 
If  e'er  this  Heart  roves,  or  revolts  from  its  Chains, 
May  Ceres  in  Rage  quit  the  Valiies  and  Plains, 

May  Pan  his  Proteaion  deny  :  m 
In  vain  wou'd  young  Phillis  and  Laura  he  kind ; 
On  the  Lips  of  another  no  Rapture  I  find  ; 
With  thee  as  I've  liv'd,  fo  I'll  die. 

More 
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More  ftill  had  he  fwore,  but  the  Oueen  of  the  M„ 
Young  W  the  Wanton,  by  chaSe,  tript  £tfe 
w^k  c   "ght  fweet  ReP°fe  !n  *e  Shade  Y' 
With  Sorrow,  young  Lovers,  I  tell  the  foft  Tale 
The  Lafs  was  allunng,  the  Shepherd  was  frail  ' 

And  forgot  ev'ry  Vow  he  had  made. 
To  comfort  the  Nymph,  and  her  Lofs  to  fupply 
In  Form  of  Akxi,  young  C^V  drew  nigh   ?P  7' 

Of  Shepherds  the  Envy  and  Pride  i  S 
Ah  !  blame  not  the  Maid,  if,  o'ercome  by  his  Truth 
Her  Hand,  and  her  Heart,  Ihe  beftow'd  on  the  Youth 
And  the  next  Morn  beheld  her  his  Bride  ' 
Leam  rather  from  Silvia's  Example,  ye  Fair 
That  a  pleafmg  Revenge  /half  tg^*  %. 

rr ?-Vtr  <?rr,0w'and  Care  to  the  Wind  •  . 

U  tfMr  theDS™in'  t0  his  Paffion  be  true  • 
If  falfe,  feek  Redrefs  i„  a  Lover  that>s  ™  > 

And  pay  each  Inconftant  in  Kind.  ' 

SONG  CCLXIL 
PbMr  Worgan.  Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhall. 
rf^OME,  thou  rofy  dimpled  Boy, 
V>  Source  of  ev'ry  heart-felt  Joy  • 
Leave  the  bhfsful  Bow'rs  a  whilef ' 
Papbcs  znd  the  Cyprian  Me; 
Vifit^Ws  rocky  Shore, 
Xritom  too  thy  Pow'r  adore  ; 
Brttom i  hardy,  bold,  and  free, 
Own  thy  Laws,  and  bow  to  thee 
Source  of  ev'ry  Heart-felt  joy, 
tome,  thou  rofy  dimpled  Boy! 

Hafle 
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Hafte  to  Sylvia,  hafte  away. 
This  is  Thine,  and  Hymen's  Day  ; 
Bid  her  thy  foft  Bondage  wear, 
Bid  her  for  Love's  Rites  prepare  ;  ^ 
Let  the  Nymph  with  many  a  Flow  r 

Deck  the  facred'Nuptial  Bow  r ; 

Thither  lead  the  lovely  Fair, 

And  let  Hymen  too  be  there. 

This  is  Thine,  and  Hymen's  Day  ; 

Hafte  to  Sylvia,  hafte  away  ! 

Only  while  we  love  we  live, 
Love  alone  can  Pleafure  give  : 
Pow'r,  and  Pomp,  and  tinfel  State, 
Thofe  falfe  Pageants  of  the  Great ; 
Crowns  and  Scepters,  envy'd  Things, 
And  the  Pride  of  Eaftern  Kings  ; 
Are  but  childifti  empty  Toys, 
When  compar'd  to  Love's  fweet  Joys : 
Love  alone  can  Pleafure  give, 
Only  when  we  love  we  live  . 

SONG  CCLXIII. 
Numberless  Kisses. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhall-Gardens. 

COME,  Chloe,  and  give  me  fweet  Kiffes, 
For  fweetcr  no  Girl  ever  gave  ; 
But  why,  inthe  niidftofmy  Bhues 
Doft  a(k  me  how  many  I  d  have  t 
I'm  not  to  be  ftinted  in  Pleafure  ; 

Then,  pr'ythee,  dear  Chloe  be  kind  ; 
For,  final  love  thee  beyond  Meafure, 
To  Numbers  I'll  ne'er  be  confin  d. 
5 
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Count  the  Bees  that  on  tiybla  are  playin?  • 

Count  the  Flow'rs  that  enamel  the  Fields  ; 
Count  the  Flocks  that  in  Tempt  are  ftraying, 

And  the  Grain  that  rich  Sicily  yields ; 
Count  how  many  Stars  are  in  Heaven  5 
Go  number  the  Sands  on  the  Shore : 
■And  when  fo  many  Rifles  you've  <nven 
,  Iftill  /hall  be  aiing  for  more?  *  ' 

To  a  Heart  full  of  Love  let  me  hold  thee, 
A  Heart,  which,  dear  Cbhe,  is  thine; 
»  my  Arms  let  me  ever  infold  thee, 
"  rClrde  thee  round>  !ike  a  Vine. 
If  l°-lcaa  be  greatej-  than  this  is  ? 

Tk  &r      ,  n/our  LiPs  111311  be  fPent : 
The  Wretch  that  can  number  his  Kiffes, 
Will  always  with  few  be  content. 

SONG  CCLXIV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
QNE  Midfummer  Morning,  when  Nature iook'd 

wtrffitif  °f5°nf'  fdtheFI<*ks  full  of  Play; 
And  I T?  m  d  '?  ?nfwer  the  Smiles  above, 
M   M  tk      ^S  proclaim'd  it  the  Seafon  of  Love  - 

mheC°ornrhCried'  N°n%  comehafteto  the  Wu'; 
it  the  Corn  be  not  ground,  you  may  fcold  if  you  will. 

-The  Freedom  to  ufe  my  Tongue  p leas 'd  me,  no 

A  Woman,  alas !  would  be  nothing  without  • 
J  went  tow'rds  the  Mill  without  an?  Delay  ' 
And  conn'd  o'er  the  Words  I  determin'd  to  fay  • 
But  when  I  came  near  it,  I  found  it  ftock  fti  ^  ' 
Blefs  my  Stars  now  !  cry'd  I,  huff  them  rarely  I  wiM. 

The 
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The  Miller  to  Market  that  Inftant  was  gone  ; 

The  Work  it  was  left  to  the  Care  of  his  Son  : 

Now,  though  I  can  fcold  well  as  any  one  can, 

I  thought  'twould  be  wrong  to  fcold  the  young  Man  : 

I  faid,  I'm  furpriz'd  you  can  ufe  me  fo  ill ; 

I  muft  have  my  Corn  ground,  I  muft,  and  I  will. 

Sweet  Maid,  cry'd  the  Youth,  the  Fault  is  not  mine  ; 
No  Corn  in  the  Town  I'd  grind  fooner  than  thine : 
There's  no  one  more  ready  in  pleafing  the  Fair ; 
The  Mill  mall  go  merrily  round,  I  declare. 
But  hark  how  the  Birds  fxng,  and  fee  how  they  bill! 
I  muft  have  a  Kifs  firft,  I  muft,  and  I  will. 

My  Corn  being  done,  I  tow'rds  home  bent  my  Way; 
He  whifper'd  he'd  fomething  of  Moment  to  fay  ; 
Infifted  to  hand  me  along  the  green  Mead^ 
And  there  fwore  he  lov'd  me,  indeed,  and  indeed  ! 
And  that  he'd  be  conftant,  and  true  to  me  ftill  : 
And  fmce  that  Time  I've  lik'd  him,  and  like  him  I 
will. 

I  often  fay,  Mother,  the  Miller  I'll  huff ; 
She  laughs,  and  cries,  Go,  Girl,  ay,  plague  him 
enough : 

And  fcarce  a  Day  paries  but,  by  her  Defire, 
I  get  a  fly  Kifs  from  the  Youth  I  admire. 
If  Wedlock  he  wifhes,  his  Wiih  I'll  fulfil, 
And  I'll  anfwer,  O  yes!  with  a  hearty  good  Will. 

SONG  CCLXV. 
The  Accident.    Sung  at  Sadler's  Wells. 

AS  t'other  Day  milking  I  fat  in  the  Vale, 
Young  Damon  came  up,  to  addrefs  his  foft 
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So  fudden,  I  flatted,  and  gave  him  a  Frown; 
For  he  frighted  my  Cow,  and  my  Milk  was  kick'd 
down. 

Lord  blefs  me  !  fays  I,  what  a-deuce  can  you  mean, 
I  o  come  thus  upon  me,  un-thought  of,  un-feen  ! 
I  ne'er  will  approve  of  the  Love  you  pretend  ; 
For,  as  Mifchief  began,  perhaps  Mifchief  may  end. 
I  little  thought  now,  he'd  his  Paflion  advance; 
But  pretty  Excufes  made  up  the  Mifchance  : 
He  begg'd  a  kind  Kifs,  which  1  gave  him,  I  vow ; 
And  I  laid,  my  own  felf,  all  the  Fault  on  my  Cow. 
How  many  Ways  Love  can  the  Bofom  invade  ! 
His  Bait  prov'd  too  ftrong,  alas  !  for  a  Maid  • 
He  hinted  that  Wedlock  was  what  he'd  be  at ; 
But  I  thought  it  was  beft  to  fay  nothing  of  that. 
I  flutter  all  over  whene'er  he  comes  nio-h ; 
For   if  he  mould  prefs,  I  ihou'd  furely  comply, 
And  ne'er  mall  be  angry,  my  Heart  itfelf  tells, 
i  hough  he  flings  down  my  Milk,  or  does  any  thing 


SONG  CCLXVI. 
Tir  for  Tat. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Atkins,  at  Sadler's  Wells. 

YOUNG  Daphne  made  Damon  a  Dupe  to  her 
Pride  ; 

He'd  figh ,  and  he'd  florm,  and  he'd  foothe,  and  he'd 
chide : 

I  wonder  the  fair  Ones  fo  cruel  can  be  ; 
Had  [  been  a  Damfel,  I'm  fure  he'd  won  me  : 
But  ail  her  Return  to  his  amorous  Chat 
Was,  Yes,  to  be  fure  !  oh  !  I  love  you  for  that' 


He 
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He  told  her,  her  Byes  fhone  more  bright  than  the 
Day, 

And  all  fuch  foft  Things  as  all  foft  Lovers  fay  ; 
That  Paflion  defpis'd  wou'd  to  Age  turn  his  Youth, 
And  that  he  lhould  die— which  was  certainly  Truth  : 
Yet,  though  he  Hill  put  in  his  Pleadings  fo  pat, 
'Twas,  Yes,  to  be  fure  !  oh  !  I  love  you  for  that  1 

Now,  finding  his  Courtfhip  was  on  a  weak  Plan, 
He  threw  off  the  Lover,  and  put  on  the  Man  ; 
And  while  they  both  flielter'd  one  Noon  in  the  Bow'r, 
Swore  boldly,  by  Jove,  he  would  have  her  that  Hour  : 
She  frown'd,  and,  ftrait  flying  the  Place  where  he  fat, 
Cry'd,  Yes,  to  be  fure!  oh!  I  love  you  for  that ! 

But  Damon  foon  clafp'd  the  Nymph  faft  in  his  Arms, 
And  fwore  that  his  Flame  fhou'd  be  crown'd  with  her 
Charms, 

That  Joy  to  wound  Virtue  his  Heart  was  above  : 
How  good  we  all  grow  when  we're  hamper'd  in 
Love ! 

He  forc'd  her  to  Church,  gave  her  Tit  for  her  Tat; 
And  now  there's  no  Doubt  but  fne  loves  him  for  that. 

SONG  CCLXVIL 
Sun*  by  Mr.  Lowe,   and  Mrs.  Chambers,    in  the 
Characters  of  Rovewell    and  Arethufa,    in  the 
Contrivances. 

Rovewell. 

HASTE,  hafte  and  away,  my  only  Dear, 
Make  hafte,  and  away,  away  ; 
For  all  at  the  Gate 
Thy  true  Lover  does  wait  : 
Then  pr'vthee  make  no  Delay. 

Arethusa. 
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Oh !  bow  lhall  I  Heal  away,  my  Loy 
Oh !  how  lhall  I  fteal  away  f 
My  Daddy  is  near, 
And  I  dare  not  for  Fear ; 
Pray  come  then  another  Day. 

n,  ,   , .  .    ,  Rovewell. 
Oh    this  is  the  only  Day,  my  Dear, 
Oh  !  this  is  the  only  Day ; 
I'll  draw  him  alide, 
While  you  throw  the  Gates  wide, 
And  then  you  may  Heal  away. 

rr,        ,   ,  Arethusa. 

Then  pr  ythee  make  no  Delay,  my  Dear, 

Then  pr'ythee  make  no  Delay;  *  ' 

We'll  ferve  him  a  Trick, 
For  I'll  flip  in  the  Nkk 

And  with  my  true  Love  away. 
<-\u  i  ^  Duetto. 

nu?f*  b,efriend  a  lo™g  Pair, 
Oh  !  Cupid  befriend  us,  llray^ 

Make  our  Stratagem  take, 
*or  thine  own  fweet  Sake, 
And  Amt»  let  all  true  Lovers  fay. 

SONG  CCLXVIII 
*«h  Mr.  Howard.  SUflg  fy  Mr.  Beard,  at  Ranelagh. 

C^ar  and  Pm^  were  both  of  £to^ 

The 


[  238  1 

Cantain  upon  the  Sea  prays  for  fair  Weather, 
While  S  wife  and  his  Mate  fail  both  together  ; 

teJ*L7™ her  Back' at  «¥?  ^oon's  Motlon' 

Whife  th"  poor  Cuckold  is  at  his  Devouon  ; 
Yet  his  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned, 
clfaf  and  were  both  of  them  horned. 

The  Merchant  upon  the  Sea  fearching  for  Treafure, 
What  tho'  his  Merchandize  be  out  of  Meafure; 
Yet  if  he  kifs  a  Girl,  while  he  is  ranging, 
H    Wife  repays  him,  a  Bill  of  Exchange,  in: 
Put  his  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned, 
^/ar  ^dPmpey  were  both  of  them  horned. 

The  ereateft  Lawyer,  that  ever  was  fent  us, 
Often  returns  his  Wife  ^  'Jiinvefus  ; 
And  though  he  never  fo  wife  in  his  Place  is, 
She  will  'ill  nnd  that  a  Flaw  in  his  Cafe  is  : 
Yet  his  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned, 
£5E  and  Pompey  were  both  of  them  horned. 

The  greateft  Statefman,  that  e'er  was  applauded, 
ieednot  to  laugh  at  a  Citizen horned 
Fnr  if  'tis  true,  as  in  ancient  Relations, 
The  City-Dames  ftill  obey  the  Court-Faftuons : 
Yet  his  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned, 
cj£  and  Pompey  were  both  of  them  horned. 

While  the  poor  Parfon  with  Zeal  is  expounding, 

Heedlefs  of  Rules  for  Amendment  of  Life  . 
Yet  his  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned, 

and  Pompey  were  both  of  them  horned. 
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You  that  are  Cuckolds,  let  this  be  your  Comfort 

for 'your  Condition  is  not  to  be  fcorned 
C«far  and  Pcmpey  were  both  of  them  homed. 

SONG  CCLXIX. 

TSungbyMr.  Beard,  «/RaneIagh. 
HAndXd  Cam,e  f°-rth  frae  the  B^n, 

How  can  r  k        *  ^  her  Cheeks  » 
now  can  I  be  married  To-dav 

That  ha  ne  ther  Blankets,  ne  Sheets  > 
That  ha'  neither  Blankets,'  ne  Sheets  ' 
n  W^nts  a  Covering  too  ?  ' 
i  he  Breed  that  has  a«,  *r>,-  ' 

H^e„ree;tcyeTotgSt0b0rrOW' 
Wood  and  marry'd  and  aw, 
woo'dand  aw  ; 
And  was  (he  not  very  weeli  off, ' 

To  be  woo'd and  marry'd  and  aw? 
What  is  the  Matter?  quotha, 
Jhough  we  be  fcant  o'Claith/ 

We  s  creep  the  claifer  togetheJ,  ' 

And  drive  away  the  Fleas, 
i  He  Summer  is  coming  on, 

woo  d  and  marry'd,  {frV.' 

TbpUPfPa^fhe  Breed's  Mother 
The  Deel  ibck  aw  this  Preed  ! 

Ih^piackinmyPoSf 

l;»C  Day  I  was  made  a  Breed. 

My 
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My  Gown  was  Linfy- Winfey, 

And  ne'er  a  Sark  at  aw ; 
And  you  ha'  Gowns  and  Bufkins, 
Mair  than  ane  or  twa. 
Woo'd  and  marry'd,  &c. 
Then  up  fpake  the  Breed's  Fether, 

As  he  came  in  frae  the  Plough  : 
Hawd  your  Tongue,  my  Daughter, 

And  ye'fe  get  Geer  enough ; 
The  Stirk  that  gaus  in  the  Tether, 

And  our  brawd  Baffen  Yade, 
To  lade  your  Corn  in  Harveft  : 
What  wad  you  ha'  you  Jade  ? 
Woo'd  and  marry'd,  &c. 
Then  up  fpake  the  Breed's  Brother, 
As  he  came  hence  frae  the  Kye  : 
Wolly  wou'd  ne'er  ha'  had  you, 

Had  he  known  you,  as  weel  as  I; 
For  you'r  baith  proud,  and  faucy, 

Ne  fit  for  a  poor  Mon's  Wife  ; 
Gin  I  ne'er  ha'  better  than  you, 
Tfe  ne'er  ha'  ane  in  my  Life. 
Woo'd  and  marry'd,  13  c. 

Then  up  fpake  the  Breed's  Sifter, 
As  flie  fat  down  by  the  Fire : 

0  gin  I  married  To-neet, 
'Tis  aw  that  I'd  defire  : 

But  I,  pure  Girl,  muft  live  fingle, 
And  do  the  beft  I  can  ; 

1  did  not  care  what  came  o'  me^ 

So  I  had  but  a  gude  Man. 
Woo'd  and  marry'd  and  aw, 
Marry'd  and  woo'd  and  aw  : 

And  was  fhe  not  very  weell  off, 
To  be  woo'd  and  marry'd  and  aw  ? 
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SONG.  CCLXX. 
Mr.  Lowe,  af  Vanxhall 
T  S>!d^LNymPh'  1  toId  h<"  true, 

That  Flam*  might  not  prove  fincere. 
Of  Crops  deftroy'd  by  vernal  Cold 
And  vagrant  Sheep  that  left  my  Fold 
Of  thefe  (he  heard,  ^feSS 
And  was  not  /Wthen  fincere?  ' 
How  chang'd  by  Fortune's  fickle  Wind 
Tt\ FneJlds  1  lov'd  beca™  unkind 
ihne,heard,  andfhedagenw  Sr- 
And  is  not  then  fincere  ?  ' 

How  if  Ihe  deign'd  my  Love  to  blefs 
My  /  W  mult  not  hope  for  SreT, 
This  too  fhe  heard,  and  fmi'M  ^  1 
And  m&  fure  m'uft  be  RncL  ^ 

Go%tenrthye0p.F10Cks,'  ye->0via{  Swa^ ; 
Vo  le^p  the  Plenty  of  your  Plains  • 

DefpoiPd  of  all  which  you  revere  ' 

I  kn°w  my  Flavian  Lome's  fincere. 

SONG  CCLXXI. 
Sn  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at 
Vauxhall. 

Round  me  fp„ngS  the  mantling  Vine: 
Bacchus,  hafte  thee  hither 


M 


&ce. 
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See,  fee  the  Grape  bleeds  to  replenifh  my  Cap  ! 
I'll  drink  it,  Silenus,  I'll  drink  it  all  up  : 
And  tho'  my  Feet  ftagger,  and  tho  my  Eyes  roll, 
Ye  Bacchanals,  bring  me  another  full  Bowl. 

Truce  with  your  Bumpers— Venus  now 
The  ruddy  Victor  chafes : 

Send  fome  Nymph  with  graceful  Brow 
To  my  warm  Embraces. 
See '.  blooming  young  Hebe  is  now  on  the  Wing, 
As  ripe  as  full  Summer,  as  wanton  as  Spring  : 
Ye  Fairies  and  Dryads,  far  hence  from  the  Orove  . 
>Tis  Silence  and  Gloom  that  is  facred  to  Love. 

Steering  thus  from  Joy  to  Joy, 
Careful  Thoughts  I  banifti ; 
Time  this  Flame  lhall  ne'er  deftroy, 
Others  blaze  and  vanilh. 
Ye  Graces,  and  Satyrs,  my  Chaplet  prepare  ; 
With  Myrtle  and  Ivy  come  bind  up  my  Hair  ; 
While  I,  in  due  Juftice,  your  Pains  will  requite, 
By  drinking  all  Day,  and  by  loving  all  Night. 

SONG  CCLXXII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 
Y  ONG,  long  I  defpair'd  a  young  Shepherd 

NSr  proud  of  his  Merit,  nor  falfe  as  the  Wind ; 
But  at  laft  I  have  got  a  dear  Lad  to  my  Mind ; 

Oh  '  I  never  can  part  with  my  Wtlly  ! 
We  hie'd  to  the  Altar  laft  Midfummer  Day  ; 
I  blufh'd  all  the  while,  and  fcarce  knew  what  to  la 
But  I  vow'd  (I  remember)  to  love  and  obey : 

Can  I  do  any  lefs  with  my  W illy  ? 
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His  Breath  is  as  fragrant  as  frefli  Morning  Air : 

And  I™™  therR°fe  is  m°re  ruddy> 1  ; 
And  his  Kifies  as  fweet-oh !  beyond  all  Compare ! 

wr-  u  l-  fe  15  n0t  fuCh  a  Lad  as  my  Willy. 
With  him  none  pretends,  or  to  pipe,  or  to  play  : 

herd  % ThklSS  WU1  the  dearS^p- 
But  1 11  never  diftruft  thee,  my  Willy.  7 

When  I  droop'd  all  in  Pain,  and  hung  down  my  Head 

How  kindly  he  WatchM  me !  what  Tears  did  he  Aed  f 
Nor  kft  me  a  Moment  till  Sicknefs  was  fled 

C,Ver.  forSet  thee>  dear  Witt,  ? 
Should  Death  from  my  Sight  tear  the  Shepherd  fo 

Let  him  take  (if  he  choofes)  then  me  away  too  : 
For  why  Ihould  I  tarry,  or  what  could  I  do,  ' 
Should  I  lofe  fuch  a  Lad  as  my  Willy  ? 

SONG  CCLXXIII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

TELL  me,  LalTes,  have  you  feen, 
Lately  wand'ring  o'er  the  Green, 
Beauty's  Son,  a  little  Boy, 
Full  of  Frolic,  Mirth,  and  Joy  * 
If  you  know  his  Shelter,  fay  ; 
He's  from  Venus  gone  aftray. 

Tell  me,  LalTes,  have  you  feen 
Such  a  one  trip  o'er  the  Green  } 

By  his  Marks  the  God  you'll  know ; 
O  er  his  Shoulder  hangs  a  Bow, 

M  2  And 
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And  a  Quiver  fraught  with  Darts, 

Poifon  fure  to  Human  Hearts : 

Tho'  he's  naked,  little,  blind, 

He  can  triumph  o'er  the  Mind. 

Tell  me,  Laffes,  have  you  feen 
Such  a  one  trip  o'er  the  Green  ? 

Subtile  as  the  Light'ning's  Wound 

Is  his  piercing  Arrow  found  : 

While  the  Bofom>  Heart  it  pains, 

No  external  Mark  remains : 

Keafon's  Shield  itfdf  is  broke 
*By  the  unfufpe&ed  Stroke. 

Tell  me,  LafTes,  have  you  feen 
Such  a  one  trip  o'er  the  Green  ? 

Oft  the  Urchin's  feen  to  lie 

Balking  in  the  funny  Eye  : 

Or  his  deftin'd  Prey  he  feeks 

On  the  Maiden's  rofy  Cheeks  s 

Snowy  Breafts,  or  curling  Hair, 

Oft  conceal  the  pleafmg  Snare. 

Tell  me,  Laffes,  have  you  feen 
Such  a  one  trip  o'er  the  Green  ? 

She  that  the  Recefs  reveals, 
Where  the  God  himielf  conceals, 
Shall  a  Kifs  receive  this  Nigln 
From  her  Heart's  fupreme  Delight. 
To  Venus  let  her  bring  the  Boy, 
She  (hall  tafte  Love's  fweeteft  Joy. 

Tell  me,  LafTes,  have  you  fe^n 
Such  a  one  trip  o'er  the  Green  ? 


S  O  N  C 
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SONG  CCLXXIV, 
( Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhal!. 

AS  °nFaif  'S  BankS  1  Wander'd  in  fearch  of  mY 

How  fmooth  was  the  Stream  !  and  how  foft  was  the 
Air  ! 

To  nothing  but  thee  fuch  a  Scene  I  compare  ; 
And  thee  it  refembfes,  dear  Jenny. 

The  deep  cryftal  Wave  was  a  Type  of  thy  Face  ■ 
I  thought  it  fo  clear  it  might  fe/Ze  for  thy  SSfo 
And  tne  Curls  that  were  there  for  thy  Dimple* 
might  pafs : 
I  vow'd  'twas  the  Pidure  of  Jenny. 

jMethought  I  took  in  all  the  Charms  of  thy  Mind, 
To  Virtue,  to  Love,  and  to  Pity  inclin'd,  7  ' 
The  tender  foft  Paffions  that  feel  no  rude  Wind  } 
For  calm  is  the  Bofom  of  Jenny. 

jAll  pleas 'd  with  theProfpeft,  Iwift'dthe  bright  Maid 
Cou  d  have  feen  her  dear  Self  in  this  Mirror  difplay  >d 
pas  like  her  when  lafl  the  fweet  Girl  I  furvey'd 
Li^e  none  it  could  be  but  my  Jenny.  ' 

gut  fudden  a  Tempeft  I  ne'er  faw  before 
'  T  th.eBl»ow/  a"*,  and  the  Waves  foam  and  roar- 
J-  thought  that  I  fcarcely  was  fcfi  0„  .before  °  ' 
!      An,  me  !  even  then  it  was  Jenny. 

fhe  fame  dreadful  Sight,  when  to  Spleen  you're  1 

'Twill  ki  1^  '  Narfe  thu  St°fm  in  .vour  Mart  j 
4  WU4  MI  me,  believe  me,  dear  Jenny. 

M  3  SONG 


SONG  CCLXXV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

THE  Gun  in  Virgin  Luftre  fhone, 
May  Morning  put  its  Beauties  on, 
The  Warblers  fung  in  livelier  Strain, 
And  fweeter  Flow'rets  deck'd  the  Plain, 
And  fweeter  Flow'rets  deck'd  the  Plain, 
When  Love,  a  fort  intruding  Gueft, 
That  long  had  dwelt  in  Damon's  Breaft, 
Now  whiiper'd  to  the  Nymph,  Away, 
For  this  is  Nature's  Holiday, 
For  this  is  Nature's  Holiday. 

The  tender  Impulfe  wing'd  his  Hafte  ; 
The  painted  Mead  he  inftant  pafs'd, 
And  foon  the  happy  Cot  he  gain'd^ 
Where  Beauty  flept,  and  Silence  reign'd, 
Where  Beauty,  &c. 
Awake,  my  Fair,  the  Shepherd  cries, 
To  new-born  Pleafure  ope  thine  Eyes  : 
Arife,  my  Sylvia,  hail  the  May  ; 
For  this  is  Nature's  Holiday, 
For  this,  &c. 

Forth  came  the  Maid  in  Beauty  bright, 

As  Phzbia  in  Meridian  Light : 
'Entranced  in  Rapture,  all  confeft,  * 
The  Shepherd  clafp'd  her  to  his  Breatf* 
The  Shepherd,  £sV. 
Then,  gazing,  with  a  fpeaking  Eye, 
He  fnatch'd  a  Kifs,  and  heav'd  a  Sigh, 

A  meltinj 
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A  melting  Sigh,  that  feem'd  to  fay, 
Confider,  Youth's  our  Holiday, 
Coniider,  &c. 

Ah  !  foft^  me  faid,  for  Pity's  Sake  ; 
What !  kifs  me  ere  I'm  well  awake ! 
For  this  fo  early  came  you  here  ? 
And  hail  you  thus  the  rifing  Year  ? 
And  hail/fcfr. 

Sweet  Innocence,  oh,  ceafe  to  chide! 
We'll  hafte  to  Joy,  the  Swain  reply'd  ; 
In  Pleafure's  flow'ry  Fields  we'll  ftray, 
And  this  mail  be  Love's  Holiday, 
And  this,  &c. 

A  Crimfon  Glow  warm'd  o'er  her  Cheek  ; 
She  look'd  the  Thing  fhe  dar'd  not  fpeak  : 
Confent  own'd  Nature's  foft  Command, 
And  Damon  feiz'd  her  trembling  Hand, 
And  Damon,  &c. 

His  dancing  Heart  in  Tranfport  play'd  ; 
To  Church  he  led  the  blufhing  Maid, 
Then  blefs'd  the  happy  Morn  of  May ; 
And  now  their  Life's  all  Holiday, 
And  now,  &c. 


SONG  CCLXXVL 
Sung  hy  Mr.  Beard,  in  the Fa  ik Quaker  of  Deal. 

HO  W  little  do  the  Landmen  know 
Of  what  we  Sailors  feel, 
When  Waves  do  mount,  and  Winds  do  blow  ! 
But  we  have  Hearts  of  Steel. 

M  4  No 
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No  Danger  can  affright  us ; 

No  Enemy  fhall  flout : 
We'll  make  the  Monfieurs  right  us : 

So  tofs  the  Can  about. 

Stick  flout  to  Orders,  Meffmates  }< 

We'll  plunder,  bum,  and  fink: 
Then,  France,  have- at  your  Firft-Rates ; 

For  Britons  never  fhrink  : 
W e  rummage  all  we  fancy  ; 

We'll  brink  them  in  by  Scores; 
And  Moll,  and  Kate,  and  Nancy, 

Shall  roll  in  Leuis-d'Ors. 

While  here  at  Deal  we're  lying 

With  our  noble  Commodore, 
We'll  fpenfj  our  Wages  freely,  Boys, 

/':nd  then  to  Sea  for  more-. 
In  Peace  weli  drink  and  fing,  Beys ; 

In  War  we'll  never  fly.:'?  k<mt  i 
Here's  a  Health  to  Georre  our  King,  Bovs 

And  the  Royal  Fvmiiy.  *       \  * 

SONG  CCLXXVII. 
The  Incurious.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

C-  I VE  me  bat  a  Wife ;  I  expect  not  to  find 
J  Each  Virtue  and  Grace  in  one  Female  combin'd: 
No  Goddefs  for  me  ;  'tis  a  Woman  I  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious  than  wife. 

Be  (he  young,  fhe's  not  flubborn,  but  eafy  to  mold  ; 
Gr  fhe  claims  my  Refpe$,  like  a  Mother,  if  old  : 
Thus  either  can  pleafe  me,  fince  Woman  I  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious,  than  wife. 

Like 
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Like  Fenm  /lie  ogie^,  if  fquiming  her  Eye  ; 
If  blind,  fhe  the  Roving  of  mine  cannot  fpy  r 
Thus  either  is  lovely  ;  for  Woman  I  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious  than  wife. 
If  rich  be  my  Bride,  fhe  brings  Tokens  of  Love  ; 
If  poor,  then  the  farther  from  Pride  my  Remove  : 
Thus  either  contents  me  ;  for  Woman  I  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious  than  wife. 

I  ne'er  mall  want  Converfe,  if  Tongue  fhe  poffefs ; 
And  if  mute,  Hill  the  Rarity  pleafes  no  lefs  : 
IFxn  fuited  to  either ;  for  Woman  I  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious  than  wife. 
Then  ceafe,  ye  Profane,  on  the  Sex  to  defcant ; 
If  you've  Wit  to  difcern,  of  Charms  they've  no  Want: 
Each  Fair  can  make  happy,  if  Woman  we  prize, 
And  he  that  feeks  more  is  more  curious  than  wife. 

SONG  CCLXXVIII. 

Set  hy  Mr.  Michael  Arne,  and  fung  by  Mrs.  Cibber, 
in  the  Winter's  Tale. 

Y^OME,  come,  my  good  Shepherds,  our  Flocks 
\_J        we  mult  (hear  ; 

In  your  Holiday  Suits  with  your  LafTes  appear: 
The  happieft  of  Folks  are  the  Guilelefs  and  Free  ; 
And  who  are  fo  guilelefs,  fo  happy,  as  we  I 

|We  harbour  no  Paffions  by  I  uxury  taught  ; 
;We  pra&ife  no  Arts  with  Hypocrify  fraught : 
i  What  we  think  in  cur  Hearts  yen  may  read  in  ourEyes, 
Tor,  Knowing  no  Falmood,  we  need  no  Difguife. 

By  Mode  and  Caprice  are  the  City  Dames  led  ; 
hut  we  all  the  Children  of  Nature  are  bred  ; 
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By  her  Hands  alone  we  are  painted  and  dreft, 
For  the  Roies  will  bloom  when  there's  Pe^ce  in  the 
Breait. 

The  Giant,  Ambition,  we  never  can  dread  ; 
Our  Roofs  are  too  low  for  fo  lofty  a  Head  ; 
Content  and  fweet  Chearfulnefs  open  your  Door  ; 
They  fmile  with  the  Simple,  and  feed  with  the  Poor. 

When  Love  has  pofTefs'd  us,  that  Love  we  reveal ; 
Like  the  Flocks  that  we  feed  are  the  Paffions  we  feel ; 
So  harmlefs  and  fimple  we  fport  and  we  play, 
And  leave  to  line  Folk  to  deceive  and  betray. 

SONG  CCLXXIX. 
To  Delia.    Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 

SOFT  pleafing  Pains,  unknown  before, 
My  beating  Bofom  feels, 
When  I  behold  the  blifsful  Bow'r 

Where  dcareft  Delia  dwells. 
That  Way  I  daily  drive  my  Flock  ; 

Ah  !  happy,  happy  Vale  ! 
There  look,  and  wills ;  and  while  I  look 
My  Sighs  increafe  the  Gale, 
My  Sighs  increafe  the  Gale. 

Sometimes  at  Midnight  I  do  flray 

Beneath  inclement  Skies, 
And  there  my  true  Devotion  pay 

To  Delia's  fleep-feaFd  Eyes : 
So  pious  Pilgrims  nightly  roam, 

With  tedious  Travel  faint, 
To  kifs  alone  the  clay-ccld  Tomb 

Of  fome  lov;d  fav'rite  Saint, 

Of  fome,  &c. 

O  tell, 
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O  tell,  ye  Shades,  that  fold  my  Fair. 


SONG  CCLXXX. 
by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 


G  was  the  prettieft  Maid 

Eyes  of  Love  cou'd  fee  - 


And  but  one  Fault  the  Charmer  had, 
^Twas  Cruelty  to  me, 
'Twas  Cruelty  to  me. 

No  Swain  that  e'er  the  Nymph  ador'd 
Was  fonder,  or  was  younger; 

Ye*>  wne"  her  Pity  I  implor'd, 
'Twas,  Stay  a  little  longer, 
JTwas,  fcfr. 

It  chanc'd  I  met  the  blooming  Fair 
One  May  Morn,  in  the  Grove  : ' 

When  Cupid  whifper'd  in  my  Ear, 
Now,  now's  the  Time  for  Love 
Now,  £sV. 


ut  let  me  not  at  Fate  repine, 
And  thus  my  Grief  impart: 


-^  *«««**vu  id  my  oearr, 
Her  Manfion  is  my  Heart, 
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Then,  kneeling  at  her  Feet,  I  fvvore 

How  much  1  lov'd,  how, well ; 
And  that  rny  Heart,  which  beat  .for  her* 

With  her  mould  ever  dwell, 

With  her, 

Con  fen  t  flood  fpeaking  in  the  Eye 

Of  all  my  Care's  Prolonger  : 
Yet  Daphne  iuter*a  with  a  Sigh, 

Oh !  ftay  a  little  longer, 

Oh!  ftay,  i$c. 

The  Conflict  in  her  Soul  I  faw 

'Twixt  Virtue  and  Defire  : 
Oh  !  come,  I  cry'd,  let  Hymen's  Law 

Give  Sanction  to  Love's  Fire, 

Give  Sanction,  c5<r. 

Ye  Lovers,  guefs  how  great  my  Joy  ! 

Cou'd  Rapture  well  prove  ftronger  ? 
When  Virtue  fpoke  in  Daphne's  Voice, 

You  now—  mall  ftay  no  longer, 

You  now — mall  ftay  no  longer. 

SONG  CCLXXXI. 
Set  by  Mr,  Worgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 
2  *"|  v  I S  a  Twelvemonth  ago,  nay,  perhaps  they 

j[         are  twain, 
Since  Thyrfis  neglected  the  Nymphs  of  the  Plain, 
And  wou'd  tempt  me  to  walk  the  gay  Meadows  along, 
To  hear  a  foft  Tale,  or  to  ft.ng  him  a  Song, 
To  hear  a  foft  Tale,  or  to  fmg  him  a  Song. 

What  at  firft  was  but  Friendship  foon  grewtoaFlame ; 
In  my  Heart  it  was  Love,  in  the  Yoatk  'twas  the  fame : 
From  each  other  our  Paffion  we  fought  not  to  hide; 
But  who  fhoivM  love  moft  was  our  Conteft  aad  Pride, 
.But  who,  Esfc, 

i  But 
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But  Prudence  foon  whifper'd  us,  "  Love  not  too  well, 
"  For  Envy  has  Eyes,  and  a  Tongue  that  will  tell ;  * 
"  And  a  Flame,withoutFortune's  richGifts  on  its  Side 
f*  The  grave  ones  will  fcorn,  andaMother  mull  chide! 
u  The  grave,  &c. 

Afraid  of  Rebukes,  he  his  Vifits  forbore, 
And  we  promised  to  think  of  each  other  no  more, 
Or  to  tarry,  with  Patience,  a  Seafon  more  kind  : 
So  I  put  the  dear  Shepherd  quite  out  of  my  Mind. 
So  I  put, 

Eut  Love  breaks  the  Fences  I  vainly  had  made, 
Grows  deaf  to  all  Cenfure,  and  will  be  repaid  : 
If  we  figh  for  each  other,  ah  !  quit  not  your  Care: 
Condemn  the  God  Cupid;  but  blefs  the  fond  Pair.  * 
Condemn  the  God  Cupid ;  but  blefs  the  fond  Pair. 

SONG  CCLXXXII. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

TOO  long  a  giddy  wand'ring  Youth, 
From  Fair  to  Fair,  I  rov'd; 
•  To  ev'ry  Nymph  I  vow'd  my  Truth, 

ThoJ  all  alike  I  lov'd : 
.Yet,  when  the  Joy  I  wifli'd  was  pair, 

My  Truth  app:  ar'd  a  fell : 
Eut,  truft  me,  I'm  convinc'd  at  laft 
That  Contfancy  is  be'ft, 
That  Conftancy  is  beft. 

Like  other  Fools,  at  Female  VYf  es 
^  'Twas  my  Delight  to  rail  ; 
Their  Sighs,  their  Vows,  their  Tears,  their  Smiles 
Were  falfe,  I  thought,  uid  fifc&j  ' 

But, 
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But,  by  Reflexion's  brightening  Pow'r, 

I  fee  their  Worth  confeft  ; 
That  Man  cannot  enough  adore, 

That  Conftancy  is  beft, 

That  Conftancy  is  beft. 

The  roving  Heart  at  Beauty's  Sight 

May  glow  with  fond  Deftre  ; 
Yet,  tho'  Poffeffion  yield  Delight, 

It  damps  the  lawlefs  Fire  : 
But  Love's  celeftial  faithful  Flames 

Still  catch  from  Breaft  to  Breaft  ; 
While  ev'ry  home-felt  Joy  proclaims 

That  Conftancy  is  beft, 

That  Conftancy  is  beft. 

No  folid  Blifs  from  Change  refults, 

N<r  real  Raptures  flow  ; 
But,  fix'd  to  one,  the  Soul  exults, 

And  taftes  of  Heav'n  below. 
With  Love,  on  ev'ry  gen'rous  Mind, 

Is  Truth's  fair  Form  impreft  ; 
And  Reafon  dictates  to  Mankind, 

That  Conftancy  is  beft, 

That  Conftancy  is  beft. 

SONG  CCLXXXIII. 
An  Address  to  the  Ladies. 
Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
XTEBelles,  and  ye  Flirts,  and  ye  pert  little  Things, 


\       Who  trip  in  this  frolicfome  Round, 
Pray  tell  me  from  whence  this  Indecency  fprings, 
The  Sexes  at  once  to  confound  ? 


What 
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Wwv k  ^"k      c.ock:drHat>       tl«  mafculine  Air, 
With  each  Motion  defign'd  to  perplex  ? 

Bright  Eye?  were  intended  to  languifh,  not  Hare, 
And  Softnefs  the  Teft  of  your  Sex-dear  Girls 
And  Softnefs  the  Teft  of  your  Sex. 

The  Girl  who  on  Beauty  depends  for  Support 

May  call  ev'ry  Art  to  her  Aid  ; 
The  Bofom  difplay'd,  and  the  Petticoat  fhort 

Are  Samples  Ihe  gives  of  her  Trade  •  ' 
But  you  on  whom  Fortune  indulgently  fmiles, 
ci     ,4  v^?lom  P"d»  has  preferv'd  from  the  Snare, 
Shou  d  flily  attack  us  with  Coynefs  and  Wiles 

Not  with  open  and  infolent  Air-brave  Girls 

Not  with,  &c . 

The  ^W,  whofe  Statue  delights  all  Mankind, 
Shrinks  modeftly  back  from  the  View, 

And  kindly  mou'd  feem,  by  the  Artift  defign'd, 
To  ferve  as  a  Model  for  you.  6 

Then  learn,  with  her  Beauties,  to  copy  her  Air- 
IN  or  venture  too  much  to  reveal  • 

Our  Fancies  will  paint  what  you  cover  with  Care 

The  Blufties  of  Morn,  and  the  Mildnefs  of  May, 

Are  Charms  which  no  Art  can  procure  • 
Oh i !  be  but  yourfeives,  and  our  Homage  we'll  pay 

And  your  Empire  is  folid,  and  fure  •  f  7' 

Un  it,  Amazon-like,  you  attack  your  Gallants 

And  put  us  in  Fear  of  our  Lives  ^uUants> 
You  may  do  very  well  for  Sifters  or  Aunts  • 

Believe  me,  you'll  never  be  Wives-poor  Girls, 

Believe  me,  you'll  never  be  Wives 
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SONG  CCLXXXIV. 
The  Vindication. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

TH  E  wicked  Wits,  as  Fancy  hits, 
All  fatirize  the  Fair  ; 
In  Profe  and  Rhyme,  in  Strains  fublime, 

Their  Foibles  they  declare  : 
The  Kind  are  bold,  the  Chafte  are  cold  ; 

Thefe  prudifti,  thofe  too  free  : 
Ye  curious  Men,  come,  tell  us  then, 
What  mould  a  Woman  be? 
What  mould  a  Woman  be  ? 

But  hard's  the  TaP*,  and  vain  to  aft, 

Where  Optics  are  untrue ; 
The  Mufe  mall  here  th'  Indicted  clear, 

And  prove  the  Crimes  on  you  : 
The  Rake  is  cloy'd,  when  file's  enjoy'd, 

On  whom  his  Wifh  was  plac'd ; 
The  Fool,  deny'd,  affe&s  the  Pride, 

And  rails,  to  be  in  Tafle, 

And  rails,  &,c. 

But,  not  like  thefe  the  Men  of  Blifs 

Their  fure  Criterion  fix: 
No  :  Wifdom  cries,  My  Sons,  arife, 

And  vindicate  the  Sex  : 
>Tis  theirs  to  prove  thofe  Sweets  of  Love 

Which  others  never  fjikre jj.w,.;  .  y&ijK 
And  evidence,  that  none  have  Senfe 

But  who  adore  the  Fair, 

But  who,  t3c, 
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Ye  blooming  Race,  with  ev'ry  Grace 

Celeltially  imprelt., 
'Tis  yours  to  quell  the  Cares  that  dwell 

Within  the  Human  Breafl  : 
At  Beauty's  Voice  our  Souls  rejoice, 

And  Rapture  wakes  to  Birth  ; 
And  ><^defign'd  th'  enchanting  Kind 

To  form  an  Heav'n  on  Earth, 

To  form,  JffV. 

Oh  I  ev'ry  Art  to  win  the  Heart, 

Ye  dear  Infpirers,  try  ; 
Each  native  Charm  with  Famion  arm, 

And  let  Love's  Lightaing  fly  : 

w^Tv  y\?ravc>  >'our  Counfels  favc, 
winch  Youth  but  fets  at  nought ; 
For  Woman  Hill  will  have  her  Will, 
Andfo  I  think  ihe  ou^ht, 
And  fo  I  think  flie  ought. 


SONG  CCLXXXV. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

Y^^^F^f  f°^ht       Heart  t0  gain  ; 
p    u        he  ShePherd,  loft  in  Love, 
Each  Morning  woo'd  me  on  the  Plain, 

fcach  Noon  withia  the  Grove  2 
Yet  my  Denial  Rill  was  this, 

Pihaw!  Man,  I  can't  endure  you  ; 
And  if  he  ofrer'd  but  to  kifs 

For  twenty  Youths  (not  he  alone) 
I  I  he  am'rous  Flame  confeft  • 
jnd,  had  I  once  been  kind  to  one, 
!   I  m  fure  I'd  loft  the  reft  • 


Belief 
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Befide,  he  us'd  no  pretty  Arts, 

But  fagely  wou'd  allure  me ; 
While  others  talk'd  of  Flames  and  Darts ; 

'Twas  pretty— I'll  allure  ye, 

'Twas  pretty,  &c. 

My  Face,  my  Form,  were  prais'd  aloud  ; 

My  Wit  new  Conquefts  fir'd  ; 
And  'twas  enough  to  make  one  proud 

To  be  To  much  admir'd  : 
At  length,  Refleaion  Ihew'd  the  Fate 

Such  Flatt'ry  might  procure  me. 
And  Virtue  warn'd  to  ihun  the  Bait, 

Nor  vainly— I'll  affure  ye, 

Nor  vainly,  tsfc. 

I  bid  the  fighing  Train  depart; 

This  Maxim  pleas'd  to  prove, 
That  Flatt'ry  fills  the  fenfual  Heart, 

But  Truth  the  Heart  of  Love  : 
Young  Colin,  wont  in  vain  to  plead, 

Of  Vanity  to  cure  nve, 
Now  woo'd  again  ;  and  now  indeed 

I  lov'd  him— I'll  affure  ye, 

I  lov'd  him,  c3V. 

I  blam'd  myfelf,  fuch  Scorn  to  bear 

To  Merit  now  fo  clear  : 
By  my  Example,  learn,  ye  Fair, 

To  prize  the  Youth  fincere  : 
We  inftant  join'd  the  nuptial  Tie; 

He  raptur'd  to  enfure  me ; 
And,  truftme,  Damfels,  when  you  try, 

'Twill  charm  you— -I'll  aflure  ye, 

'Twill  charm  you— I'll  alfure  ye. 


[  *59  3 


SONG  CCLXXXVL 
Set  by  Mr.  W organ.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

YOUNG  Colin  protefts  I'm  his  Joy  and  Delight ; 
He's  ever  unhappy  when  I'm  from  his  Sight; 
He  wants  to  be  with  me  where-ever  I  go ; 
The  Deuce  fure  is  in  him  for  plaguing  me  fo, 
The  Deuce  fure  is  in  him  for  plaguing  me  fo. 

His  Pleafure  all  Day  is  to  fit  by  my  Side ; 
He  pipes  and  he  fmgs,  tho'  I  frown  and  I  chide  ; 
I  bid  him  depart;  but  he,  fmiling,  fays  No  ; 
The  Deuce  fure  is  in  him  for  plaguing  me  fo, 
The  Deuce,  &c. 

He  often  requefts  me  his  Flame  to  relieve ; 
I  afc  him,  what  Favour  he  hopes  to  receive  ? 
His  Anfwer's  a  Sigh,  while  in  Blulhes  I  glow: 
What  Mortal  beiide  him  would  plague  a  Maid  fo  ? 
What  Mortal,  fcfr. 

This  Breaft-knot  he  Yefterday  brought  from  the  Wake, 
And  foftly  entreated  I'd  wear  for  his  Sake. 
Such  Trifles  'tis  eafy  enough  to  beftow ; 
I  fure  deferve  more  for  his  plaguing  me  fo, 
I  fure,  &c. 

He  hands  me  each  Eve  from  the  Cot  to  the  Plain, 
And  meets  me  each  Morn  to  conduct  me  again  ; 
But  what's  his  Intention  I  wifh  I  could  know, 
For  I'd  rather  be  marry'd  than  plagu'd  with  him  fo, 
For  I'd  rather  be  marry'd  than  plagu'd  with  him  fo. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCLXXXVII. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  VauxhalL 

NO  Shepherd  was  like  Strephon  gay, 
No  Swain  to  me  fo  dear ; 
'Twas  Rapture  all  the  live-long  Day 
His  Song,  his  Pipe,  to  hear, 
His  Song,  his  Pipe,  to  hear : 
Yet  when  he  figh'd,  and  talk'd  of  Love, 

His  Paffion  I'd  forbid  ; 
For  what  I  felt  to  hide  I  flrove  j 
Upon  my  Word  I  did, 
Upon  my  Word  I  did. 

The  Spring,  when  Nature  wakes  to  Youth, 

And  looks  all  Life  and  Joy, 
The  Summers  Sun,  faw  Strephonh  Truth, 

Saw  Cbloe  ftill  was  coy, 

Saw  Chics*,  &c. 
At  length  he  vow'd,  thou  cruel  Fair, 

Difdain  my  Heart  has  freed  : 
He  fpoke,  and  left  me  in  Defpair  ; 

Upon  my  Word  he  did, 

Upon,  &c» 

How  fad,  how  penitent  was  I ! 

My  Pride  has  caus'd  my  Pain  : 
From  Morn  to  Eve  I  us'd  to  figh, 

Oh  !  Strephcn,  come  again, 

Oh  !  Strephon,  &C. 
It  chanc'd,  he  fought  a  tender  Lamb, 

That  in  the  Grove  lay  hid  ; 
When,  thoughtlefs,  there  I  breath'd  bis  Name  ; 

Upon  my  Word  I  did, 

Upon,  ($c. 

Surpri&'d, 


SurpnVd,  my  well-known  Voice  to  hear 

In  Sounds  of  foft  Delight, 
With  eager  Steps  the  Youth  drew  near, 

And  met  my  raptur'd  Sight, 

And  met,  ©V. 

N°P°oW'r  had  I,  all  Art  was  vain, 

Or  Strej)bon  to  get  rid  ; 
My  panting  iieart  confefs'd  the  Swain  ; 

Upon  my  Word  it  did, 

Upon,  6V. 

O  Nymph   he  cry'd,  whofe  Eyes  to  meet, 

My  Soul  with  Joy  o'erflows  ' 
The  Bee,  that  roves  from  Sweet  to  Sweet, 

i.uceme,  prefers  the  Rofe, 
•  Like  me,  &c. 

Ye  Maids,  with  whom  I've  tripp'd  the  Green 
Let  other  Youths  fucceed;     *  ' 

My  Chlce  welcom'd  me  again  • 
Upon  my  Word  me  did,  * 
Upon,  ftV. 

While  Bluftes  crimfon'd  o'er  my  Cheek, 
My  Hand  wxth  Warmth  he  pU  .  ' 

a  v  ,     ,  SmPh<>*  now  be  bleft  ? 

The  Shepherd  could  have  chid  ? 
Perhaps  you  think  I  held  my  Tongue: 
Upon  my  Word  I  did,  S  ' 

Upon  my  Word  I  did. 


S  O  N.  G 


1 262  ] 


SONG  CCLXXXVIIL 
Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 

WHEN  the  Nymphs  were  contending  for 
Beauty  and  Fame, 
Bright  Sylvia  flood  foremoft  in  Right  of  her  Claim  ; 
And,  to  crown  the  high  Tranfports  dear  Conqueft 
excites, 

At  Court  fhe  was  envy'd,  and  toafted  at  White's, 
At  Court  fhe  was  envy'd,  and  toafted  at  White's. 
But  how  mall  I  whifper  this  fair  One's  fad  Cafe  ? 
A  cruel  Difeafe  has  deftroy'd  her  fweet  Face  ; 
Her  Vermilion  is  chang'd  to  a  dull  fettled  Red, 
And  all  the  gay  Graces  of  Beauty  are  fled, 
And  all,  fcfr. 

Take  heed,  all  ye  Fair,  left  you  triumph  in  vain ; 
For  Sylvia,  tho'  alter'd  from  pretty  to  plain. 
Is  now  more  engaging,  fince  Reafon  took  place, 
Than  when  me  pofleft  the  Perfections  of  Face, 
Than  when, 

Convinc'd,  fhe  no  more  can  coquette  it,  and  teaze, 
Infteadof  tormenting,  (he  ftudies  to  pleafe; 
Makes  Truth  and  Difcretion  the  Guide  of  her  Life  ; 
Tho'  fpoil'd  for  a  Toaft,  ftie's  well  form'd  for  a  Wife, 
Tho'  fpoil'd  for  a  Toaft,  fhe's  well  form'd  for  a  Wife. 

SONG  CCLXXXIX. 
On  the  Marriage  Act. 

THE  Fool  that  is  wealthy  is  fure  of  a  Bride  ; 
For  Riches,  like  Fig-leaves,  their  Nakednefs 

The  Slave  that  is  poor  muft  ftarve  all  his  Life, 
In  a  Batchelor's  Bed,  without  Miftrefs  or  Wife. 

It 
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In  good  Days  of  yore  they  ne'er  troubled  their  Heads 
In  fettling  of  Jointures,  or  making  of  Deeds  ; 
But  Adam  and  Eve,  when  they  firft  enter'd  Courfe 
E'en  took  one  another,  for  better,  for  worfe.  * 

Then  pr'ythee,  dear  Chloe,  ne'er  aim  to  be  great ; 
Let  Love  be  thy  Jointure  ;  ne'er  mind  an  Effete'- 
You  can  never  be  poor,  who  have  all  thofe  Charms; 
And  I  lhall  be  rich,  when  I've  you  in  my  Arms. 

SONG  CCXC. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

SINCE  Wedlock's  in  Vogue,  and  ftale  Virgins 
defpis'd,  & 
To  all  Batchelors,  greeting,  thefe  Lines  are  premis'd: 
1  m  a  Maid  that  would  marry-ah !  could  I  but  find 
(I  care  not  for  Fortune)  a  Man  to  my  Mind 
(I  care  not  forPortune)  a  Man  to  my  Mind. 

Not  the  fair-weather'd  Fop,  fond  of  Fafhion  and 
Ureis  ; 

Not  the  'Squire,  who  can  relifh  no  Joys  but  the  Chace- 
Nor  the  free-thinking  Rake  whom  no  Morals  can 
Dind ; 

Neither  this,  that,  nor  t'other's  the  Man  to  my  Mind 
Neither  this,  &c.  .  - 

Not  the  ruby-fac'd  Sot,  who  topes  World  without 
Jkna ; 

Nor  the  Drone,  who  can't  reliih  his  Bottle  andFriend- 
unkinV       t0°  f°nd;  northe  Churl,  that's 

nSwS  %1: nor  tWs  the  Man  t0  my Mind- 


Not 
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Not  the  Rich,  with  full  Bags,  without  Breeding  or 

Merit ; 

Nor  the  Flam  that's  all  Fury,  without  any  Spirit ; 
Nor  the  fine  Mailer  Fribble,  the  Scorn  of  Mankind  ; 
Neither  this,  that,  nor  Mother's  the  Man  to  my  Mind; 
Neither  this,  t$c. 

But  the  Youth,  whom  Good-Senfe  and  Good-Nature 

infpire  ; 

Whom  the  Brave  muJ  efteem,  and  the  Fair  mould 

admire ; 

In  whofe  Heart  Love  and  Truth  are  with  Honour 
conjoin'd  ; 

This,  this,  and  no  other's  the  Man  to  my  Mind. 
This,  this,  and  no  other's  the  Man  to  my  Mind. 

SONG  CCXCI. 

Sung  by  Mifs  Brent  and  Mifs  Hallam, 
In  Love  in  a  Village. 

Mifs  Brent. 

HOPE!  thou  Nurfe  of  yoang  Defire, 
Fairy  Promifer  of  Joy, 
Painted  Vapour,  Glow-worm  Fire, 
Temp'rate  Sweet  that  ne'er  can  cloy  : 
Mifs  Hallam. 
Hope !  thou  Earneft  of  Delight, 

Softefl  Soother  of  the  Mind, 
Balmy  Cordial,  Profpecl  bright, 
Sureft  Friend  the  wretched  find  : 
Both. 

Kind  Deceiver,  flatter  ftill  ; 

Deal  out  Pleafures  unpofieft  ; 
With  thy  Dreams  my  Fancy  fill, 

And  in  Wifties  make  me  bleft. 

SONG 
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SONG  CCXCII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

WHENCE  can  you  inherit 
So  flavifli  a  Spirit, 
Confin'd  thus,  and  chain'd  to  a  Loe  ? 
Now  fondled,  now  chid,  " 
Permitted,  forbid; 
Tis  leading  the  Life  of  a  Dog. 

For  Shame !  you  a  Lover ! 

More  Firmnefs  difcover ; 
Take .Courage,  nor  here  longer  mope  : 

Refill,  and  be  free ;  * 

Run  Riot,  like  me  ; 
And,  to  perfect  the  Pidture,  elope. 

SONG  ccxcnr. 

Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

MY  ¥effS^y  own>  my  WiI*  is  free, 
And  fo  lhall  be  my  Voice  • 

™?riai¥an  111311  wed  me,* 
Pill  firft  he's  made  my  Choice 

^/fJ!'?,^.  cry  Nature's  Laws, 

And  Children  ftill  obey: 
And  is  there  then  no  faving  Claufe 

Agamfl  tyrannic  Sway  ? 

SONG  CCXCIV. 
Sung  h  Mr.  Beard,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

LE»T  py  °nes  and  Great 
Make  the  moft  of  their  Fate  : 
From  Pleafure  to  Pleafure  they  run  : 

N  Well, 
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Well,  who  cares  a  Jot  ? 

I  envy  them  not, 
While  I  have  my  Dog  and  my  Gun. 

For  Exercife,  Air, 

To  the  Fields  I  repair, 
With  Spirits  unclouded  and  light : 

The  Bliffes  I  find, 

No  Stings  leave  behind, 
But  Health  and  Diverfion  unite. 

SONG  CCXCV. 
Sung  by  Mr,  Mattocks,  in  Love  in  a  Village, 

STILL  in  Hopes  to  get  the  better 
Of  my  flubborn  Flame  I  try, 
Swear  this  Moment  to  forget  her, 

And  the  next  my  Oath  deny. 
Now  prepar'd  with  Scorn  to  treat  her, 
Ev'ry  Charm  in  Thought  I  brave  ; 
Then,  relapfing,  fly  to  meet  her, 
And  confefs  myfelf  her  Slave. 

SONG  ccxcvr. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Dunftal,  in  Love  in  a  Village^ 

WELL,  well,  fay  no  more  ; 
So  you  told  me  before  ; 
I  know  the  full  Length  of  my  Tether. 
Do  you  think  I'm  a  Fool, 
That  I  need  go  to  School  ? 
I  can  fpell  you,  and  put  you  together. 
A  Word  to  the  Wife 
Will  always  fuffice : 
Addfniggers !  go  talk  to  your  Parrot. 
I'm  not  fuch  an  Elf, 
Thof  I  fay't  of  myfelf, 
But  I  know  a  Sheep's  Head  from  a  Carrot. 

SON 


[  267  ] 

SONG  CCXCVII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

HOW  happy  were  my  Days  till  now  ! 
I  ne'er  did  Sorrow  feel ; 
With  Joy  I  rofe  to  milk  my  Cow, 

Or  take  my  Spinning- Wheel. 
My  Heart  was  lighter  than  a  Fly, 

Like  any  Bird  I  fung, 
Till  he  pretended  Love,  and  I 
Believ'd  his  flatt'ring  Tongue. 

0  the  Fool  !  the  filly,  filly  Fool, 
That  trulls  what  Man  may  be  ! 

1  wifli  I  was  a  Maid  again, 
And  in  my  own  Country. 

SONG  CCXCVIIL 
Sung  by  Mifs  Davies,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 
glNCE^^  proves  ungrateful,  no  further  I'll 

But  go  up. to  Town  in  the  Waggon  next  Week  • 

A  Service  in  London  is  no  fuch  Difgrace, 

And  Regifler's  Office  will  get  me  a  Place. 

Bet  Blofom  went  there,  and  foonmet  with  a  Friend  • 

Folks  fay,  in  her  Silks  file's  now  ftandinp-  an  End 

Then  why  fhou'd  not  I  the  fame  Maxim  purfue 

And  better  my  Fortune,  as  other  Girls  do  ?  ' 

SONG  CCXCIX. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Dunftal,  in  Love  in  a  Vill  age. 

Plague  of  thofe  Wenches  !  they  make  fuch  a 
Pother, 

When  once  they  have  let'n  a  Man  have  his  Will  • 
They  re  always  a  whining  for  fomething  or  other, 
N  2  And 


A 
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And  cry  he's  unkind  in  his  Carriage. 
What  thof  he  fpeak  'em  ne'er  fo  fairly, 
Still  they  keep  teazing,  teazing  on  : 
You  cannot  perfwade  'em, 
'Till  Promife  you've  made  'em  ;  . 
And  after'they've  got  it, 

They'll  tell  you  ad  rot  it ! 

Their  Chara&er's  blafted,  they're  ruin'd,  undone : 
And  then,  to  be  fure,  Sir, 
There  is  but  one  Cure,  Sir ; 
And  all  their  Difcourfe  is  of  Marriage: 

SONG  CCC. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Hallam,  in  Love  in  a  Village, 

BELIEVE  me,  dear  Aunt, 
If  you  rave  thus,  and  rant, 
You'll  never  a  Lover  perfuade  ; 

The  Men  will  all  fly, 
;    And  leave  you  to  die 
(O,  terrible  Chance  !)  an  old  Maid. 

How  happy  the  Lafs, 

Muft  fhe  come  to  this  Pafs, 
Who  ancient  Virginity  'fcapes  ! 

'Twere  better  on  Earth 

Have  five  Brats  at  a  Birth, 
Than  in  Hell  be  a  Leader  of  Apes. 

SONG  CCCI. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Dunftal,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

WAS  ever  poor  Fellow  fo  plagu'd  with  a  Vixen  £ 
Zawns!   Madge,  don't  provoke  me,  but 
mind  what  I  fay  ;  [on, 
YauVe  chofe  a  wrong  Parfon  for  playing  your  Trick* 
So  pack  up  your  Alls  and  be  trudging  away  : 
r  You'd 
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You'd  better  b«  quiet, 

cut  A,nd  "?£  breed  3  Ri°f ; 

S  blood !  muft  I  ftand      ti     wi  h  fc 

V,f/Otu0ther  Matters  to  mind I ;  y- 

Bu?WP  y°U  may  think  me  an  Afs ; 
a  ?  ™e  contrary  y°u']1  find  : 
fine  Piece  of  Work  by  the  Mafs ! 

SONG  CCC1L 
*j  Mr.  Beard,     LovE  in  a  Village. 
QONS  ^Neighbour,  ne'er  blu(h  for  a  Trifle  like 

M^WTK,^ 

I  Age,  no  Profeffion,  no  Station  is  free  • 
o  fovereign  Beauty  Mankind  bends  the  K„«. 

SONG  CCCIII. 
^^^HaIlam,«LovEinaVltLAGE 

WHEN  once  Love's  fubtle  Poifon  gains 
.     A  PafTage  to  the  female  Breaft  • 
EthgW^e  L,gJht'ning'  thro'  the  Veins 
Each  Wifh  and  ev'ry  Thought's  poS 

rS  '  -C  Pa-"g?  °Ur  Minds  Endure! 

Reafon  in  vain  its  Skill  applies  • 
Nought  can  afford  the  Hear? 5  Cure 
I  ButwhatispleafingtotheEyes. 

N  3  SONG 
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SONG  CCCIV. 
Sjrfcfr  by  Mr.  Mattocks,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 
/^H!  had  I  been  by  Fate  decreed 
\J     Some  humble  Cottage  Swain, 
In  fair  Rojpita's  Sight  to  feed 

My  Flocks  upon  the  Plain, 
What  Blifs  had  I  been  born  to  taftc, 

Which  now  I  ne'er  muft  know  ? 
Ye  envious  Pow'rs !  why  have  ye  plac  d 

My  Fair-one's  Lot  fo  low  ? 

SONG  CCCV. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

THE  honeft  Heart,  whofe  Thoughts  are  clear 
From  Fraud,  Difguife,  and  Guile, 
Need  neither  Fortune's  Frowning  fear, 
Nor  court  the  Harlot's  Smile. 

The  Greatnefs  that  would  make  us  grave, 

Is  but  an  empty  Thing  ; 
What  more  than  Mirth  would  Mortals  have  t 

The  chearful  Man's  a  King  ! 

SONG  CCCVI. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Hallam,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

CUPID,  God  of  foft  Perfuafion, 
Take  the  helplefs  Lover's  Part : 
Seize,  oh  feize,  fome  kind  Occafion 
To  reward  a  faithful  Heart. 

juftly  thofe  we  Tyrants  call, 
Who  the  Body  would  enthral ; 

Tyrant 
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Tyrants  of  more  cruel  Kind, 
Thofe  who  would  enllave  the  Mind. 
Cupid,  God  of,  £sV. 

What  is  Grandeur  ?  Foe  to  Reft  ; 
Childifn  Mummery  at  beffc. 
Happy  I  in  humble  State  ! 
Catch*  ye  Fools,  the  £litt*rin£  Bait. 
Cupid,  God  of,  &c. 

SONG  CCCVII. 

Sang  by  Mr.  Mattocks,  in  Love  in  a  Village, 

f\  H  '  how  frail  I,  in  Language  weak, 

\J     My  ardent  Paffion  tell, 

Or  form  my  faulting  Tongue  to  fpeak 

That  cruel  Word,  Farewell ! 
Farewell -but  know,  tho»  thus  we  part, 

My  Thoughts  can  never  ftray  : 
Go  where  I  will,  my  contfant  Heart 

Mult  with  my  Charmer  Hay. 


SONG  CCCVIII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

YOUNG  I  am,  and  fore  afraid  : 
Wou'd  you  hurt  a  harmlefs  Maid  ? 
Lead  an  Innocent  aftray  ? 
Tempt  me  not,  kind  Sir,  I  pray. 
Men  too  often  we  believe  ; 
And  fhou'd  you  my  Faith  deceive, 
Ruin  firft,  and  then  forfake, 
Sure  my  tender  Heart  wou'd  break. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCIX. 

Trio.    Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  Mifs  Brent,  and  Mifs 
Hallam,  in  Love  in  a  Village, 

Mr.  Beard. 

X  ¥  7E LL,  come,  let  us  hear  what  the  Swain  mull 

VV  poffefs, 

Who  may  hope  at  yonr  Feet  to  implore  with  Succefs? 
Mifs  Brent,  and  Mifs  Hallam, 
He  muft  be,  firft  of  all, 
Straight,  comely,  and  tall ; 

Neither  aukward,  nor  foolifli  ; 
Nor  Apiih,  nor  Mulifh  ; 
Nor  yet  Ihou'd  his  Fortune  be  fmalK 

Mr.  Beard. 
What  think'ft  of  a  Captain  ? 
Mifs  Hallam. 
AH  Blufter  and  Wounds ! 
Mr.  Beard. 
What  think'ft  of  a  'Squire  ? 
Mifs  Brent. 
To  be  left  for  his  Hounds. 
Mifs  Brent,  and  Mifs  Hallam. 
The  Youth  who  is  form'd  to  my  Mind, 
Mull  be  gentle,  obliging,  and  kind  ; 
Of  all  Things  in  Nature,  love  me, 
Have  Senfe  both  to  fpeak,  and  to  fee, 
Yet  fometimes  be  filent  and  blind. 
Mr.  Beard. 

Tore  George>  a  mod. rare  matrimonial  Receipt. 
Trio. 

Obferve  it,  ye  Fair,  in  the  Choice  of  a  Mate  ; 
Remember,  'tis  Wedlock  determines  your  Fate. 

SONG 
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SONG  CCCX. 
The  Rover. 

IN  all  the  Sex  fome  Charms  I  find ;  * 
I  love  to  try  all  Womankind, 
The  Fair,  the  Smart,  the  Witty, 
The  Fair,  the  Smart,  the  Witty. 
In  Cupid's  Fetters,  moll  fevere,  ; 
I  languinYd  out  a  long,  long  Year, 
The  Slave  of  wanton  Kitty, 
The  Slave  of  wanton  Kitty, 

At  length  I  broke  the  galling  Chain, 
And  fwore  that  Love  was  endlefs  Pain, 

One  conftant  Scene  of  Folly,  * 

One  conftant,  lie. 
I  vow'd  no  more  to  wear  the  Yoke  ; 
But  foon  I  felt  a  fecond  Stroke, 

And  figh'd  for  blue-ey'd  Molly, 

And  figh'd,  fcfr. 
With  Trefles  next  of  flaxen  Hue, 
Young  Jenny  did  my  Soul  fubdue, 

That  lives  in  yonder  Valley, 

That  lives,  lie. 
Then  Cupid  threw  another  Snare, 
And  caught  me  in  the  curling  Hair 

Of  little  tempting  Sally, 

Of  little,  lie. 
Adorn'd  with  Charms,  tho*  blithe  and  young, 
My  roving  Heart  from  Bondage  fprung, 

This  Heart  of  yielding  Mettle, 

This  Heart  of  yielding  Mettle  : 
And  now  it  wanders  here  and  there, 
By  Turns  the  Prize  of  Brown  and  Fair, 

But  never  more  will  fettle, 

But  never  more  will  fettle. 

N  5  SONG 

4* 
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SONG  CCCXI. 

A  Fafioral  Dialogue.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 
He.  TJASTE,  hafte,  Phillis,  hafte,  'tis  the  firft 
jfj[  of  the  May  ! 

Hark,  the  Goldfinches  fing,  to  the  Wood  let's 

away  ; 

We'll  pluck  the  pale  Primrofe ;  nay,  ftart  not, 
my  Dear, 

I've  fomething  to  whifper  alone  in  your  Ear, 
I've  fomething  to  whifper  alone  in  your  Ear. 
She.  Excufe  me,  fond  Swain,  it  has  often  been  faid, 
The  Wood  is  nnfafe  for  a  Maiden  to  tread ; 
^And  a  wither'd  old  Gypfey,  one  Day  I  efpy'd, 
Bid  me  fhun  the  thick  Wood,  and  faid  fome- 
*       thing  beiide, 
Bid  me  mun,  &c. 

He.  'Tis  alia  mere  Fable;  there's  nothing  to  frigh 
There's  Mufic  all  Day,  andnoSpedlresatNigh^ 
No  Creature  but  Cupid,  believe  me,  is  there, 
And  Cupid's  an  Urchin  you  furely  can't  fear, 

And  Cupid's,  &c. 

She.  For  all  I  could  fay,  when  arriv'd  at  the  Woot 
Who  knows  your  Defign  ?  you  may  dare  to  b 

rude  : 

So  I  bid  you  farewel,  and  confefs  I'm  afraid, 
Left  Cupid  and  you  be  too  hard  for  a  Maid, 
Left  Cupid,  &c. 

He.  His  Dictates  you  wifely  at  once  IhouM  approve, 
For  pray  what  is  Life  ?  it  is  Pain  without  Love : 
Think  how  Youth,  like  the  Rofe,  tho'  unga: 

ther'd,  will  fade ; 
Then  quickly  comply,  left  you  die  an  old  Maid 
Then  quickly,  &c. 

$& 
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She.  By  Language  as  artful  young  Daphne  was  won  ; 
Thus  courted,  lhe  yielded,  was  trick'd,  and  un- 
done ; 

And  rather  than  truit  the  fine  Things  you  have 
faid, 

Let  my  Beauty  decay,  and  I'll  die  an  old  Maid, 
Let  my  Beauty,  is'c. 

' He'  Brf!^e  n0t  rm  faithIefs  and  falfe  as  the  Wind ; 

4  m,  ,  T  SS  the  Turtle'  35  f0Rd>  and  ss  kind; 
Will  lead  you  to  Pleafure  untafted  before. 
And  make  you  a  Bride;  can  a  Mortal  do  more >' 
And  make  you,  &c 

She.  Then  at  once  I'll  comply,  for  I  cannot  fay  No  • 
To-morrow  to  Church  with  my  Shepherd  I'll  go  - 
To  the  Wood  next,  tho'e«/?Vf0  talk'd  of  be  there' 

i     With  Joy  r]I  away,  and  adieu  to  all  Fear, 
With  Joy,  &c . 

°th-Z^lm^s'  t0  the  Woods  n^er  venture  to  00 ; 
I  ill  the  Prieft  join  your  Hands,  you  mufl  anfwer 
No,  no : 

YC  SftilinS'  1110111(1 7°Ur       °"eS  be  deaf  to  you 

You  muft  wear  the  foft  Chain ;  then  they'll  go 
where  you  will.  6 

You  muft  wear  the  foft  Chain ;  then  they'll  go 
where  you  will.  6 

SONG  CCCXII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 
T'L  L  flng  of  my  Lover  all  Night  and  all  Day  ; 
±  Hesevergood-natur'd,  and  frolic,  and  gay  • 
|is  Voice  ,s  as  fweet  as  the  Nightingale's  Lav 
f  «  well  on  his  Bagpipe  my  S^pherS  can  p£ ; 
)  And 
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And  a  bonny  young  Lad  is  my  Jockey, 
And  a  bonny  young  Lad  is  my  Jockey. 

He  fays  that  he  loves  me,  Pm  witty,  and  fair, 
And  praifes  my  Eyes,  and  my  Lips,  and  my  Hair  j 
Rofe,  Vi'let,  nor  Lily,  with  me  can  compare  : 
If  this  be  to  flatter,  'tis  pretty,  I  fwear; 
And  a  bonny,  tiff. 

He  kneel'd  at  my  Feet,  and  with  many  a  Sigh, 
He  cry'd,  Oh  !  my  Dear,  will  you  never  comply  ? 
If  you  mean  to  deftroy  me,  why  do  it ;  I'll  die  : 
I  trembled  all  over,  and  anfwer'd,  Not  I ; 
And  a  bonny,  tfff. 

Around  the  tall  May-pole  he  da«nces  fo  neat, 
And  Sonnets  of  Love  the  dear  Boy  can  repeat ; 
He's  conftant,  he's  valiant,  he's  wife  and  difcreet  j 
His  Looks  are  fo  kind,  and  his  KifTes  fo  fweet ; 
And  a  bonny,  tiff. 

At  Eve,  when  the  Sun  feeks  Repofe  in  the  Weft, 
And  May's  tuneful  Choirifts  all  /kirn  to  their  Neft; 
When  I  meet  on  the  Green  the  dear  Boy  I  love  bell, 
My  Heart  is  juft  ready  to  burft  from  my  Breaft  ; 
And  a  bonny,  tiff. 

But  fee  how  the  Meadows  are  moiften'd  with  Dew ; 
Come,  come,  my  dear  Shepherd,  I  wait  but  for  you : 
We'll  live  for  each  other,  both  conftant  and  true, 
And  tafte  the  foft  Raptures  no  Mortal  e'er  knew  : 
And  a  bonny  young  Lad  is  my  Jockey, 
And  a  bonny  young  Lad  is  my  Jockey. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCXIII. 

Charming  Bessy. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

ASSIST  me,  all  ye  tuneful  Nine, 
With  Numbers  foft  and  witty; 
To  BeJ/y  I  infcribe  the  Line, 

Then  raife  my  humble  Ditty  : 
To  BeJJy  I  infcribe  the  Line, 

Then  raife  my  humble  Ditty. 
Catch,  catch,  ye  Groves,  the  am'rous  Song; 
And,  as  ye  waft  the  Sound  along, 
Attend,  ye  lift'ning  fylvan  Throng, 
To  praife  my  charming  BeJJy, 
My  lovely,  charming  Beffy. 

Let  others  fmg  the  cruel  Fair, 

Who  glories  in  undoing, 
And  proudly  bids  the  Wretch  defpair, 

Rejoicing  in  his  Ruin, 

And  proudly,  &c. 
Such  haughty  Tyrants  I  deteft  ; 
And  let  me  fcorn  them,  while  I  reft 
Upon  thy  gently-fwelling  Breaft, 

My  lovely,  charming  BeJTy, 

My  lovely,  &c. 

The  Rofe  FU  pluck  to  deck  her  Head, 

The  Vi'let  and  the  Panfy  : 
The  Cowflip  too  mail  quit  the  Mead, 

To  aid  my  am'rous  Fancy ; 

The  Cowflip,  £5r. 
Ye  fragrant  Sifters  of  the  Spring, 
Who  fhed  your  Sweets  on  Zephyr's  Wing, 
Around  my  Fair  your  Odours  fling, 

Around  my  charming  BeJJy, 

Around,  6v. 
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When  Ev'ning  dapples  o'er  the  Skies, 

The  Sun  no  longer  burning, 
Methinks  I  fee  before  my  Eyes 

Thy  well-known  Form  returning. 
On  Hill  or  Dale,  by  Wood  or  Stream, 
Thou  art  alone  my  conftant  Theme, 
My  waking  Wifh,  my  Morning  Dream, 

Thou  lovely,  charming  Bejy, 

Thou  lovely,  charming  Be/fy. 

SONG  CCCXIV. 
Myrtilla. 
•       Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

YE  chearful  Virgins,  have  ye  feen 
My  fair  Myrtilla  pafs  the  Green, 
To  Rofe  or  Jefs'mine  Bow'r  ? 
To  Rofe  or  Jefs'mine  Bow'r  ? 
Where  does  fhe  feek  the  Woodbine  Shade  ? 
Forfure  ye  know  the  blooming  Maid, 
Sweet  as  the  May-bom  Flow'r, 
Sweet  as  the  May-born.  Flow'r. 

Her  Cheeks  are  like  the  Maiden  Rofe 
Join'd  with  the  Lily  as  it  grows, 

Where  each  in  Sweetnefs  vie, 

Where  each  in  Sweetnefs  vie. 
Like  Dew-Drops  giitt'ring  in  the  Morn, 
When  Phcebus  gilds  the  flow 'ring  Thorn, 

Health  fparkles  in  her  Eye, 

Health  fparkles  in  her  Eye. 

Her  Song  is  like  the  Linnet's  Lay, 
That  warbles  chearful  on  the  Spray, 

To  hail  the  vernal  Beam, 

To  hail  the  vernal  Beam. 

.5 


■V  [  279  ] 

:r  Heart  is  blither  than  her  Song ; 
*  Paffions  gently  move  along, 
Ake  the  fmooth- gliding  Stream, 
(Like  the  fmooth-gliding  Stream. 

SONG  CCCXV. 
The  Advice. 
Set  By  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

YE  Nymphs,  who  to  the  Throne  of  Love 
With  Hearts  fubmilfive  bow ; 
Who  hope  the  mutual  Blifs  to  prove, 
That  crowns  the  nuptial  Vow, 
That  crowns  the  nuptial  Vow ; 
Thro'  Caution's  Glafs,  by  Reafon  lent, 
I   Oh  1  view  your  Lovers  clearly, 
Nor  think  to  wed,  till  that  prefent 
The  Man  that  loves  you  dearly ; 
Nor  think  to  wed,  till  that  prefent 
The  Man  that  loves  you  dearly, 
The  Man  that  loves  you  dearly. 

Still  blind  to  Wifdom's  Ray,  the  Rake 

No  focial  Blifs  allows  ; 
And  he  who  long  has  rov'd,  mufl  make 

A  good-for-nothing  Spoufe, 

A  good-for-nothing  Spoufe. 
Nor  trull  the  Fop,  tho'  piteous  Sighs 

Proclaim  you've  touch'd  him  clearly ; 
His  own  fweet  Charms  too  much  he'll  prize, 

Nor  can  he  love  you  dearly  ; 

His  own,  &c. 

But  when,  with  ev'ry  manly  Grace, 
A  Youth  of  Soul  rehVd, 

Wrho  doating  on  your  Form  and  Face, 
Thinks  brighter  Rill  your  Mind, 
Thinks  brighter  ftiU  your  Mind  ; 
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When  fuch  fhall  for  the  Favour  fue, 

Oh  !  yield  your  Hand  fincerely, 
And  you'll  love  him,  and  he'll  love  you, 

To  Life's  laft  Moment,  dearly ; 
And  you'll  love  him,  and  he'll  love  you, 

To  Life's  laft  Moment,  dearly, 

To  Life's  laft  Moment,  dearly. 

SONG  CCCXVI. 
The  Qjj  e  e  n  of  May, 
Set  by  Mr,  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

EV'RY  Nymph  and  Shepherd,  bring 
Tributes  to  the  Queen  of  May ; 
Rifle  for  her  Brows  the  Spring ; 
Make  her  as  the  Seafon  gay, 
Make  her  as  the  Seafon  gay. 
Teach  her  then,  from  ev'ry  Flow'r, 
How  to  ufe  the  fleeting  Hour  ; 
Teach  her  then,  from  ev'ry  Flow'r, 
How  to  ufe  the  fleeting  Hour, 
How  to  ufe  the  fleeting  Hour. 

Now  the  fair  NarcifTus  blows, 

With  his  Sweetnefs  now  delights  ; 
By  his  Side,  the  maiden  Rofe 

With  her  artlefs  Blufh  invites, 

With  her,  {ffr. 
Such,  fo  fragrant,  and  fo  gay, 
Is  the  blooming  Queen  of  May  5 

Such,  fo  fragrant,  fffr. 

Soon  the  fair  NarcifTus  dies, 

Soon  he  droops  his  languid  Head ; 

From  the  Rofe  her  Purple  flies, 
None  inviting  to  her  Bed, 
None,  &c. 
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Such,  tho'  now  fo  fweet  and  gay, 
Soon  fhall  be  the  Queen  of  May  ; 
Such,  tho'  now,  &c. 

Tho'  thou  art  a  rural  Queen, 

By  the  Suffrage  of  the  Swains, 
Beauty,  like  the  vernal  Green, 

In  thy  Shrine  not  long  remains, 

In  thy  Shrine  not  long  remains. 
Blefs,  then,  quickly  blefs  the  Youth, 
Who  deferves  thy  Love  and  Truth ; 
Blefs,  then,  quickly,  blefs  the  Youthy 
Who  deferves  thy  Love  and  Truth, 
Who  deferves  thy  Love  and  Truth. 

SONG  CCCXVIL 
Amanda. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh, 

BY  the  dew-befprinkled  Rofe  ; 
By  the  Blackbird  piping  clear  5 
By  the  Weftern  Gale,  that  blows 
Fragrance  on  the  vernal  Year ; 
Hear,  Amanda,  hear  thy  Swain, 
Nor  let  him  longer  figh  in  vain  : 
Hear,  Amanda,  hear  thy  Swain, 
Nor  let  him  longer  figh  in  vain. 

By  the  Cowflip,  clad  in  Gold  ; 
By  the  filver  Lily's  Light ; 
By  thofe  Meads,  where  you  behold 
Nature  rob'd  in  Green  and  White  ; 
Hear,  Amanda,  hear  thy  Swain, 
And  to  his  Sighs,  oh  !  figh  again : 
Hear,  &c. 
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By  the  Riv'let's  rambling  Race  ; 

By  the  Mufic  that  it  makes j 
By  bright  Sol's  inverted  Face, 

Who  for  the  Stream  his  Sky  forfakes  ; 
Hear,  Amanda,  hear  thy  Swain, 
And  into  Jdy  convert  his  Pain  : 
Hear,  Amanda,  hear  thy  Swaia, 
And  into  Joy  convert  his  Pain, 

SONG  CCCXVIIT. 
Philander  and  Sylvia,    A  Pafioral  Dialogue. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranclagh. 

PM-    117HILE  Bloflbms  deck  each  verdant 

W  Spray, 

And  Flora  breathes  the  Sweets  of  May, 
I'll  leave  my  Flock  to  frolic  free, 
And  tune  my  Pipe  alone  for  thee, 
And  tune  my  Pipe  alone  for  thee. 
tjfoia.  What  if  thy  Flock  fhould  leave  the  Plain, 
While  7>^is  ileeping  by  my  Swain? 
Would'ft  thou  not  think  the  Minutes  dear, 
And  rail  at  me  that  kept  thee  here  ? 
And  rail,  £sfr. 

Phil    Firft  mail  the  Lark  forget  his  Note, 
The  Linnet  ftop  his  liquid  Throat. 

Syhia.  So  oft  you  game,  fome  Shepherds  fay, 
And  only  jeft,  when  you  betray, 
And  only,  Esfc. 

Deck  but  your  Song  with  Truth  alone. 
My  Virgin  Heart  mail  be  your  own. 
Phil    The  Turtle  fliall  forfake  his  Love, 
Ere  I  to  thee  inconflant  prove, 
Ere  I,  £sfc . 

Beth. 
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Both.    When  Beauty  opens  all  her  Charms, 
And  Honour  flies  to  Beauty's  Arms, 
Sweet  Peace  and  Love  take  up  their  Crown, 
And  Virtue  then  afcends  her  Throne, 
And  Virtue  then  afcends  her  Throne. 


SONG  CCCXIX. 
The  CountryWedding, 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 
PELL  met,  pretty  Nymph,  fays  a  jolly  young 
Swain,  . 
To  a  lovely  young  Shepherdefs  croffing  the  Plain  ; 
Why  fo  much  in  haftc?  (now  the  Month  it  was  May) 
Shall  I  venture  to  alk  you,  fair  Maiden,  which  Way  . 
Then  ftraight  to  this  Queftion  the  Nymph  did  reply, 
With  a  Smile  on  her  Look,  and  a  Leer  on  her  bye, 
I  came  from  the  Village,  and  homeward  I  go  ; 
And  now,gentle  Shepherd,pray  why  would  you  know. 
I  hope,  pretty  Maid,  you  won't  take  it  amifs, 
If  I  tell  you  the  Reafon  of  afking  you  this  ; 
I  would  fee  you  fafe  home,  (the  Swain  was  in  Love) 
Of  fuch  a  Companion  if  you  would  approve  : 
Your  Offer,  kind  Shepherd,  is  civil,  I  own, 
But  fee  no  great  Danger  in  going  alone  ; 
Nor  yet  can  I  hinder,  the  Road  being  free 
For  one  as  another,  for  you  as  for  me. 
No  Danger  in  going  alone,  it  is  true, 
But  yet  a  Companion  is  pleafanter  too  ; 
And  if  you  could  like  (now  the  Swain  he  took  Heart) 
Such  a  Sweetheart  as  me,  we  never  would  part : 
Oh  !  that's  a  long  Word,  faid  the  Shepherdefs  then  j 
I've  often  heard  fay,  there's  no  minding  you  Men  : 
You'll  fay  and  unfay,  and  you'll  flatter,  'tis  true  ; 
Then  leave  a  young  Maiden,  the  firft  Thing  you  do. 

Oh  ; 
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Oh !  judge  not  fo  harfhly,  the  Shepherd  reply'd  , 
To  prove  what  I  fay,  I  will  make  you  my  Bride : 
To-morrow  the  Parfon  (well  faid,  little  Swain) 
Shall  join  both  our  Hands,  and  make  one  of  us  twain  • 
Then .what  the  Nymph  anfwer'd  to  this  is  no  3 \ 
The  very  next  Morn  to  be  fure  they  were  wed  • 
Sing  hev  diddle,  ho  diddle,  hey  diddle  down  / 
Now  when  lhall  we  fee  fuch  a  Wedding  in  Town  ? 

SONG  CCCXX, 
The  Resolution. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Snng  at  Ranelagh. 

CEASE,  Cupid,  ceafe  thy  fond  Alarms, 
For  I  am  fafe  from  future  Harms ; 
My  Heart,  once  free,  mall  ne'er  again 
Or  feel  Love's  Pleafure, 
Or  feel  Love's  Pleafure,  or  its  Pain  : 
No  ;  from  this  Day,  this  very  Hour, 
I  turn  a  Rebel  to  thy  Pow'r; 
Since  Truth  and  Honour  cannot  move, 
What,  what  have  I  to  do  with  Love  ? 
What,  what  have  I  t0  do  with  Love  ? 

A  Nymph  more  fair  I  ne'er  mall  find 
Than  lovely,  faithlefs  Rofalind : 
Beware,  ye  Swains,  nor  truft  your  Eyes  : 
The  Wretch  who  gazes,  furely  dies : 
No  Swain  could  vie  in  Blifs  with  me  • 
No  Nymph  e'er  feem'd  more  fond  than  fhe, 
Who  vow'd  by  each  dread  Pow'r  above ; 
Then  what  had  I  to  do,  but  love  ? 
Then  what,  tsV. 

Bat  when  fhe  found  I  hu££*d  my  Chain 
Nor  wifVd  for  Liberty  agin,  ' 

She 
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She  bid  me  all  my  Hopes  give  o'er, 
And  think  of  her  and  Love  no  more  : 
Say  then,  if  ihe  no  longer  deign 
To  hear  my  Vows,  or  foothe  my  Pain  ; 
If  fhe  no  more  my  Verfe  approve, 
What,  what  have  I  to  do  with  Love  ? 
What,  what,  tsV. 

Henceforth  adieu,  ye  treach'rous  Fair ; 
To  Scenes  far  diftant  Til  repair  ; 
In  defert  Plains,  and  Forefts  rude, 
I'll  court  my  Miftrefs,  Solitude  : 
No  more  fhall  faithlefs  Woman's  Art 
Infnare  my  fond  believing  Heart ; 
Like  Nature's  Son,  at  large  I'll  rove, 
And  have  no  more  to  do  with  Love, 
And  have  no  more  to  do  with  Love! 

SONG  CCCXXI. 
Colin  and  Phoebe. 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

WHERE  the  JefFamine  fweetens  the  Bow! 
And  Cowflips  adorn  the  gay  Green, 
The  Rofes,  refrefh'd  by  the  Show'r, 
Contribute  to  brighten  the  Scene  ; 
The  Rofes,  refrelh'd  by  the  Show'r, 
Contribute  to  brighten  the  Scene. 
In  a  Cottage,  retir'd,  there  live 

Young  Colin,  and  Phabe  the  Fair; 
The  Bleffings  each  other  receive, 

In  mutual  Enjoyments  they  mare  ; 
The  Bleffings  each  other  receive, 
In  mutual  Enjoyments  they  fhare. 
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And  the  Lads  and  the  Lafles  that  dwell  on  the  Plain, 
Sing  in  Praife  of  fair  Phabe,  and  Colin  her  Swain. 

The  Sweets  of  Contentment  fupply 

The  Splendor  and  Grandeur  of  Pride ; 
No  Wants  can  the  Shepherd  annoy, 

While  bleft  with  his  beautiful  Bride  ; 

No  Wants,  &c. 
He  wifhes  no  greater  Delight 

Than  to  tend  on  his  Lambkins  by  Day, 
And  return  to  his  Phoebe  at  Night, 

His  innocent  Toil  to  repay  ; 

And  return,  13 c. 
And  the  Lads  tell  the  Lafles,  in  hopes  to  prevail, 
They're  as  conftant  as  Colin,  who  lives  in  the  Dale. 

If  delighted  her  Lover  appears, 

The  fair  One  partakes  of  his  Blifs : 
If  dejefted,  me  foothes  all  his  Cares, 
And  heals  all  his  Pains  with  a  Kifs  ; 

If  deje&ed,  &r« 
She  defpifes  the  artful  Deceit, 

That  is  pra&is'd  in  City  and  Court ; 
Thinks  Happinefs  no  where  complete, 

But  where  Shepherds  and  Nymphs  do  refort ;  , 

Thinks  Happinefs,  tiff. 
And  the  Lads  tell  the  Lafles  they  die  in  Defpair, 
Unlefs  they're  as  kind  as  Phoebe  the  Fair. 

Ye  Youths,  who're  accuftom'd  to  rove, 

And  each  innocent  fair  One  betray, 
No  longer  be  faithlefs  in  Love, 

The  Dictates  of  Honour  obey; 
No  longer  be  faithlefs  in  Love, 

The  Diftates  of  Honour  obey  : 
Ye  Nymphs,  who  with  Beauty  are  bleft, 

With  Virtue  improve  ev'ry  Grace ; 
The  Charms  of  the  Mind,  when  pofleft, 

Will  dignify  thofe  of  the  Face ;  The 
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The  Charms  of  the  Mind,  when  poffeft, 

Will  dignify  thofe  of  the  Face  : 
And,  ye  Lads  and  ye  LafTes,  whom  Hymen  has  joined, 
Like  Colin,  be  conflant,  like  Phoebe,  be  kind. 

SONG  CCCXXIL 

Cross  Purposes.    Sung  at  Ranelagh, 

CT'O  M  loves  Mary  paffing  well, 

And  Mary  (he  loves  Harry  ; 
But  Harry  fighs  for  bonny  Bell, 

And  finds  his  Love  mifcarry; 
For  bonny  Bell  for  Thomas  burns, 

Whilft  Mary  flights  his  Paffion  : 
So  ftrangely  freakifh  are  the  Turns 

Of  Human  Inclination. 
Moll  gave  Hall  a  Wreath  of  Flow'rs, 

Which  he,  in  am'rous  Folly, 
Confign'd  to  Bell,  and  in  few  Hours 

It  came  again  to  Molly  : 
Thus  all  by  Turns  are  woo'd  and  woo, 

No  Turtles  can  be  truer ; 
Each  loves  the  Object  they  purfue, 

But  hates  the  kind  Purfuer. 

As  much  as  Mary  Thomas  grieves. 

Proud  Hall  defpifes  Mary  ; 
And  all  the  Flouts  which  Bell  receives 

From  Tom,  me  vents  on  Harry  : 
If  one  of  all  the  four  has  frown'd 

You  ne'er  faw  People  grummer  ; 
If  one  has  fmil'd,  it  catches  round, 

And  all  are  in  Good-Humour. 

Then,  Lovers,  hence  this  Leflbn  learn, 

Throughout  the  Britijh  Nation  ; 
How  much  'tis  ev'ry  one's  Concern 

To  fmile  at  Reformation.  And 
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And  ftill,  thro*  Life,  this  Rule  purfue* 
Whatever  Objects  ftrike  you, 

Be  kind  to  them  that  fancy  you, 
That  thofe  you  love  may  like  you. 


SONG  CCCXXIII. 


Advice  to  the  Fair  Sex.    Sung  at  Vauxhall. 

FORGIVE,  ye  Fair,  nor  take  it  wrong, 
If  ought  too  much  I  do  : 
Permit  me,  while  I  give  my  Song, 
To  give  a  LefTon  too, 
To  give  a  Leflbn  too. 
Let  Modefty,  that  Heav'n-born  Maid, 

Your  Words  and  Actions  grace  ; 
5Tis  this,  and  only  this,  can  add 
New  Luftre  to  your  Face, 
New  Luftre  to  your  Face. 

5Tis  this  that  paints  the  Virgin  Cheeks 

Beyond  the  Pow'r  of  Art ; 
And  ev'ry  real  Blufh  befpeaks 

The  Goodnefs  of  your  Heart, 

The  Goodnefs  of  your  Heart. 
This  Index  of  a  virtuous  Mind 

Your  Lovers  will  adore  ; 
*Tis  this  will  leave  a  Charm  behind. 

When  Bloom  can  charm  no  more, 

When  Bloom  can  charm  no  more. 


Infpir'd  by  this,  to  idle  Men 

With  nice  Referve  behave ; 
And  learn,  by  Diftance,  to  maintain: 

The  Pow'r  your  Beauty  gave, 

The  Pow'r  your  Beauty  gave. 

For 
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For  this,  when  Beauty  mu ft  decay, 

Your  Empire  will  protect ; 
The  Wanton  pleafes  for  a  Day, 

But  ne'er  creates  Refpecl, 

But  ne'er  creates  Refpecl. 

With  this  their  filly  jells  reprove, 

When  Coxcombs  dare  intrude  ; 
Nor  think  the  Man  is  worth  your  Love, 

Who  ventures  to  be  rude, 

Who  ventures  to  be  rude. 
Your  Charms,  when  cheap,  will  ever  pall ; 

They  fully  with  a  Touch  ; 
And,  tho'  we  mean  to  grant  not  all, 

We  often  grant  too  much, 

We  often  grant  too  much. 

But  patient  let  each  virtuous  Fair 

Expect  the  gen'rous  Youth, 
Whom  Heav'n  has  doom'd  her  Heart  to  mare, 

And  blefs'd  with  Love  and  Truth, 

And  blefs'd  with  Love  and  Truth  ; 
For  him  alone  preferve  her  Hand, 

And  wait  the  happy  Day, 
When  he  with  Juftice  can  command, 

And  fhe  with  Joy  obey, 

And  me  with  Joy  obey. 


SONG  CCCXXIV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Arne.    Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe. 

I Seek  not  at  once  in  a  Female  to  find 
The  Form  of  a  Venus  with  P alias* &  Mind  ; 
Let  the  fair  One  I  love  have  but  Prudence  in  view, 
That,  tho'  fhe  deceive,  I  may  ftill  think  her  true  * 
Be  her  Perfon  not  beauteous,  but  pleafing  and  clean; 
Let  her  Temper  be  cloudlefs,  and  open  her  Mien  • 
O  By 
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By  Folly,  Ill-nature,  nor  Vanity  led, 

Nor  indebted  to  Paint, — nor  indebted  to  Paint, 

For  White  or  for  Red,  — for  White  or  for  Red. 

May  herTongue,that  dread  Weapon  in  moft  of  theSex, 
Be  employ'd  to  delight  us,  and  not  to  perplex  ; 
Let  her  not  be  too  bold,  nor  frown  at  a  Joft, 
For  Prudes  I  defpife,  and  Coquettes  I  deteft : 
May  her  Humour  the  Tafte  of  the  Company  hit, 
Not  affedledly  wife,  nor  too  pert  with  her  Wit : 
Go  find  out  the  Maid  that  is  form'd  on  my  Plan, 
And  I'll  love  her  for  ever,  —  I'll  love  her  for  ever, 
—I  mean,  if  I  can, — I  mean,  if  I  can, 

SONG  CCCXXV. 
Sung  in  the  Chaplet. 

PUSH  about  the  briflt  Bowl,' twill  enliven  theHeart, 
While  thus  we  fit  round  on  the  Grafs  : 
The  Lover,  who  talks  of  his  SufPrings  and  Smart, 
Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  Afs,  an  Afs, 
Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  Afs. 

The  Wretch,  who  fits  watching  his  ill-gotten  Pelf, 

And  wifhes  to  add  to  the  Mafs, 
Whate'er  th#  Curmudgeon  may  think  of  himfelf, 

Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  Afs, 

Deferves,  tffr. 

The  Beau,  who,  fo  fmart  with  his  well-powder'd  Hair, 

An  Angel  beholds  in  his  Glafs, 
And  thinks  with  Grimace  to  fubdue  all  the  Fair, 

Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  Afs, 

Deferves,  &c. 

The  Merchant  from  Climate  to  Climate  will  roam, 
Of  Crafus  the  Wealth  to  furpafs ; 

And 
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And  oft,  while  he's  wand'ring,  ray  Lady  at  home 
Claps  the  Horns  of  an  Ox  on  the  Afs, 
Claps  the  Horns,  &c. 

The  Lawyer  fo  grave,  when  he  puts  in  his  Plea, 
With  Forehead  well  fronted  with  Brafs, 

Tho'  he  talk  to  no  Purpofe,  he  pockets  your  Fee  ; 
There  you,  my  good  Friend,  are  an  Afs, 
There  you,  Esfc. 

The  formal  Phyfician,  who  knows  ev'ry  III, 
Shall  laft  be  produc'd  in  this  Clafs  ; 

The  fick  Man  a  while  may  confide  in  his  Skill, 
But  Death  proves  the  Dottor  an  Afs, 
But  Death,  l5c 

Then  let  us,  Companions,  be  jovial  and  gay, 

By  Turns  take  our  Bottle  and  Lafs  ; 
For  he  who  his  Pleafure  puts  off  for  a  Day, 

Deferves  to  be  reckoned  an  Afs,  an  Afs, 

Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  Afs. 

SONG  CCCXXVL 
Set  ly  Mr.  Baildon.    Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe, 

WHEN  firjft  by  fond  Damon  Fla<vella  was  feen, 
He  Hightly  regarded  her  Air  and  her  Mien, 
He  flightty  regarded  her  Air  and  her  Mien  ; 
The  Charms  of  her  Mind  he  alone  did  commend, 
Not  warm  as  a  Lover,  but  cool  as  a  Friend  ; 
From  Friendfhip,  not  Paffion,  his  Raptures  did  move, 
And  he  boafted  his  Heart  was  a  Stranger  to  Love, 
And  he  boafted  his  Heart  was  a  Stranger  to  Love, 

New  Charms  he  difcover'd,  as  more  fhe  was  known  • 
Her  Face  grew  a  Wonder,  her  Tafte  was  his  own, 
Her  Face, 
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Het  Manners  were  gentie,  her  Senfe  was  refln'd, 
And  ev'ry  dear  Virtue  beam'd  forth  in  her  Mind  : 
Still,  flill  for  the  San&ion  of  Friendfhip  he  ftrove, 
Till  a  Sigh  gave  the  Omen,  ana  fhow'd  it  was  Love, 
Till  a  Sigh,  m 

Now,  proud  to  be  conquer'd,  he  fighs  for  the  Fair, 
Grows  dull  to  all  Pleafure,  but  being  with  her, 
Grows  dull,  £3r. 

He's  mute,  till  his  Heart-firings  are  ready  to  break  ; 
For  Fear  of  offending  forbids  him  to  fpeak ; 
And  wanders  a  willing  Example  to  prove, 
That  Friendfhip  with  Woman  is  Sifter  to  Love, 
That  Friendfhip,  fcfV. 

A  Lover  thus  conquer'd  can  ne'er  give  Offence  ; 
Not  a  Dupe  to  her  Smiles,  but  a  Slave  to  her  Senfe, 
Not  a  Dupe  to  her  Smiles,  but  a  Slave  to  her  Senfe, 
His  Paffion  jnor  Wrinkles  nor  Age  can  allay, 
Since  founded  on  that  which  can  never  decay  ; 
And  Time,  that  can  Beauty's  fhort  Empire  remove, 
Increafing  her  Reafon,  increafes  his  Love, 
Increafing  her  Reafon,  increafes  his  Love. 

SONG  CCCXXVIL 
Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon. 

YOU  tell  me  I'm  handfome,  (  J  know  not  how  true) 
And  eafy,  and  chatty,  and  good-humour'd  too  ; 
That  my  Lips  are  as  red  as  the  Rofe-bud  in  June, 
And  my  Voice, like  theNightingale's,  fvveetly  inTune: 
AH  this  has  been  told  me  by  twenty  before  ; 
But  he  that  would  win  me  muft  flatter  me  more, 
Bujt  he  that  would  win  me  muft  flatter  me  more. 


If 
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If  Beauty  from  Virtue  receive  no  Supply, 
Or  Prattle  from  Prudence,  how  wanting  am  I ! 
My  Eafe  and  Good-Humour  fhort  Raptures  will  bring; 
My  Voice,liketheNightingale's, knows  but  a  Spring: 
For  Charms  fuch  as  thefe  then  your  Praifes  give  o'er; 
To  love  me  for  Life,  you  muft  love  me  Hill  more, 
To  love  me,  &c. 

Then  talk  not  to  me  of  a  Shape,  or  an  Air  ; 
For  Chloe  the  Wanton  can  rival  me  there  : 
?Tis  Virtue  alone  that  makes  Beauty  look  gay, 
And  brightens  Good-Humour  as  Sun-lhine  the  Day: 
For  that  if  you  love  me,  your  Flame  may  be  true, 
And  I,  in  my  Turn,  may  be  taught  to  love  too, 
And  I,  in  my  Turn,  may  be  taught  to  love  too. 

SONG  CCCXXVIIL 
Sung  in  the  Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Beard. 

YOU  fay,  at  your  Feet  that  I  wept  in  Defpair, 
And  vow'd  that  no  Angel  was  ever  fo  fair  : 
How  could  you  believe  all  the  Nonfenfe  I  fpoke  ? 
What  know  we  of  Angels?— I  meant  it  in  Joke. 

I  next  ftand  indic*led  for  fwearing  to  love, 
And  nothing  but  Death  mould  my  Paffion  remove  : 
I  have  lik'd  you  a  Twelvemonth,"  a  Calendar-Year ; 
And  not  yet  contented!— Have  Confcience,  my  Dear. 

SONG  CCCXXTX. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Vernon. 

VAIN  is  ev'ry  fond  Endeavour 
To  refift  the  tender  Dart ; 
For  Examples  move  us  never ; 

We  mull  feel,  to  know  the  Smart. 

O  3  When 
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When  the  Shepherd  fwears  he's  dying, 
And  our  Beauties  fets  to  View ; 

Vanity,  her  Aid  fupplying, 
Bids  us  think  'tis  all  our  Due, 
Bids  us  think  'tis  all  our  Due. 

Softer  than  the  vernal  Breezes 

Is  the  mild,  deceitful  Strain  ; 
Frowning  Truth  our  Sex  difpleafes ; 

Flatt'ry  never  fues  in  vain  : 
But,  too  foon,  the  happy  Lover 

Does  our  tend'reft  Hopes  deceive  : 
Man  was  form'd  to  be  a  Rover, 

Foolifh  Woman  to  believe, 

Foolifh  Woman 'to  believe. 


SONG  CCCXXX. 
In  the  Chaplet. 
Damon. 

THREE  Goddeffea  Handing  together, 
Thus  puzzled  young  Paris  one  Day  \ 
Can  I  judge  the  Value  of  either, 
Where  been  bear  fo  equal  a  Sway  ? 

Pastora. 
Confider  my  Wit  and  Condition, 

Confider  my  Perfon  likewife  ; 
I  never  was  us'd  to  petition  ; 

But  pr'ytheQ  make  ufe  of  your  Eyes. 

Iaura, 

No  Merit  I  plead,  but  my  PaFion ; 

*  fwas  needlefs  to  mention  your  Vow  : 
ReflecV  with  a  little  Companion, 

On  what  this  poor  Bofom  feels  now. 


Damon, 
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Damon. 

Some  Genius  direct  me,  or  Daemon, 

Or  elfe  I  may  chance  to  choofe  wrong  : — 

You're  Part  of  the  Goods  of  Palamr,n\      [To  Pail, 
I  give  you  to  whom  you  belong, 

SONG  CCCXXXL 
Sung  in   fhe  Chaplet, 

I Know  that  my  Perfon  is  charming. 
Beyond  what  a  Clown  can  difccver  5 
That  Dowdy,  your  Senfes  alarming, 
Proves  what  a  dull  Thing  is  a  JLover, 

Til  quit  the  dull  Plains  for  the  City, 
Where  Beauty  is  follow'd  by^  Merit : 

Your  Tafte,  fimple  Damon,  I  pity  ; 
Your  Wit  who  would  wilh  to  inherit  ? 

Perhaps  you  may  think  you  perplex  me, 
And  that  I  my  Anger  would  fmother  i 
The  Lofs  of  one  Lover  can't  vex  me ; 
My  Charms  will  procure  me  another. 

I  ne'er  was  more  pleas'd,  I  affure  you  ; 

(How  odious  they  look  !  1  can't  bear  'em  !) 
I  wifti  you  much  Joy  of  your  Fury; 

(My  Rage  into  Pieces  could  tear  'em  !) 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCXXXII. 
Sung  in  the  Chalet    by  Mr.  Beard,  and  Mrs. 
Vernon. 

C_  Damon. 
ONTENTED  all  Day  I  will  fit  at  your  Side 

tar  ftretching  °'er-arch the ™* 

Thf  Tlhi^the?f  fTRiver  runs  PurIi"g  along, 
The  Thrufti  and  the  Linnet  contend  in^their  long, 
1  he  rhreA  and  the  Linnet  contend  in  their  Song' 

While  you  are  but  by  me?™'  Danger  I  fear  ; 

Ye  Lambs,  reft  m  Safety,  my  Da?non  is  near  ; 

°Uc         6        '  n°W  y°Ur  GamboIs  »>> 

TevVWg,inSr°f  tff"'  briSh^Riva!s  of  Day, 
TheW.in  of  each  Heart,  and  the  Theme  of  each  Lay; 
Ne  er  yleJd  t0  the  Swain  till  he  make  you  a  Wife, 7 
For  he  who  loves  truly  will  take  you  for  Life, 
ror  he  who,  &c. 

Laura. 

Ye  Youths,  who  fear  nought  but  the  Frowns  of  the 

'Th  yours  to  relieve,  not  tp  add  to  their  Care  : 
Then  fcorn  to  their  Ruin  Affiftance  to  lend, 

nZ  Creatu,es  you're  b0™ to 

Duetto. 

For  their  Honour  and  Faith  be  our  Virgins  renown'd; 
Nor  falfe  to  his  Vows  one  young  Shepherd  be  found  • 

Be 
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Be  their  Moments  all  guided  by  Virtue  and  Truth, 
To  preferve  in  their  Age  what  they  gain'd  in  their 
Youth, 

To  preferve  in  their  Age  what  they  gain'd  in  their 
Youth. 

SONG  CCCXXXIIL 
Sung    in    the    C  H  A  P  L  E  T. 

FArewel,  my  Paflora,  no  longer  your  Swain, 
Quite  nek  of  his  Bondage,  can  fuffer  his  Chain  : 
Nay,  arm  not  your  Brow  with  fuch  haughty  Difdain  ; 
My  Heart  leaps  with  Joy  to  be  free  once  again. 
Sing  tol  derol  derol, 
Derol  tol  lol  derol  lol  lol  ; 
Sing  tol  derol  lol  lol  lol  derol. 

Til  live  like  the  Birds,  thofe  fweet  Tenants  of  May, 
Who  always  are  fportful,  who  always  are  gay ; 
'  How  fweetly  their  Sonnets  they  carol  all  Day  ! 
Their  Love  is  but  Frolic,  their  Courtfhip  but  Play, 
Sing  tol  derol,  £2V. 

If  ftruck  by  a  Beauty  they  ne'er  faw  before, 
In  chirping  foft  Notes  they  her  Pity  implore  : 
She  yields  to  Intreaty ;  and  when  the  Fit's  o'er, 
3Tis  a  hundred  to  ten  that  they  never  meet  more.. 
Sing  tol  derol,  &c* 

SONG  CCCXXXIV. 
Sung  in  the  Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Beard*. 

DECLARE,  my  pretty  Maid, 
Mull  my  fond  Suit  mifcarry  ? 
With  you  I'll  toy,  I'll  kifs  and  play  f. 

But  hang  me  if  I  marry,  hang  me  if  I  marry  : 
With  you  I'll  toy,  I'll  kifs  and  play  j, 
But  hang  me  if  I  marry. 

O  5  Thea 
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Then  fpeak  your  Mind  at  once, 

Nor  let  me  longer  tarry  : 
With  you  I'll  toy,  I'll  kifs  and  play  ; 

But  hang  me  if  I  marry  : 
With  you,  t5c. 
Tho'  Charms  and  Wit  aflail, 

The  Stroke  I  well  can  parry  : 
I  love  to  kifs,  to  toy  and  play ; 

But  do  not  choofe  to  marry  : 
J  love,  Esfc. 

Young  Molly  of  the  Dale 

Makes  a  mere  Slave  of  Harry  ; 
Becaufe,  when  they  had  toy'd  and  kifs'd, 

The  foolifh  Swain  would  marry  ; 
Becaufe,  &c. 

Thefe  fix'd  Refolves,  my  Dear, 

I  to  the  Grave  will  carry  ; 
Witti  you  I'll  toy,  and  kifs  and  play  ; 

But  hang  me  if  I  marry,— hang  me  if  I  marry 
With  you  I'll  toy,  and  kifs  and  play  5 

But  hang  me  if  I  marry. 

SONG  CCCXXXV. 
Sung  by  Mrs,  Vincent,  at  Vauxhall. 

LET  me  wander  not  unfeen 
1  By  hedge-row  Elms  on  Hillocks  green .5. 
There  the  Ploughman,  near  at  hand, 
Whittles  o'er  the  furrow'd  Land ; 
And  the  Milkmaid  fingeth  blithe, 
And  the  Mower  whets  his  Scythe  ; 
And  ev'ry  Shepherd  tells  his  Tale 
Under  the  Hawthorn  in  the  Dale* 

Or  let  the  merry  Bells  ring  round, 
And  the  jocund  Rebecs  found 
To  many"  a  Youth  and  many  a  Maid 
Daftcinp:  in  th«  chequer'd  Shade,. 

*  SON 
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SONG  CCCXXXVI. 


Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 


THE  Women  all  tell  me  Pm  falfe  to  my  Lafs, 
That  I  quit  my  poor  Chloe, and  flick  to  my  Glafs; 
But  to  you,  Men  of  Reafon,  my  Reafons  I'll  own  ; 
And,  if  you  don't  like  them,  why — let  them  alone, 

Altho*  I  have  left  her,  the  Truth  I'll  declare  : 
I  believe  fhe  was  good,  and  I'm  fure  Ihe  was  fair : 
But  Goodnefs  and  Charms  in  a  Bumper  I  fee, 
That  make  it  as  good  and  as  charming  as  fhe. 

My  Chloe  had  Dimples  and  Smiles,  I  muft  own  : 
But,tho'ihe  could  fmile,yet  in  Truth  lhe  could  frown  : 
But  tell  me,  ye  Lovers  of  Liquor  divine, 
Did  you  e'er  fee  a  Frown  in  a  Bumper  of  Wine  ? 

Her  Lilies  and  Rofes  were  juft  in  their  Prime; 
Yet  Lilies  and  Rofes  axe  conquer'd  by  Time  : 
But  in  Wine,  from  its  Age,  fuch  a  Benefit  flows, 
That  we  like  it  the  better,  the  older  it  grows. 

They  tell  me*  my  Love  would  in  Time  have  been 
cioy'd, 

And  that  Beauty's  inlipid  when  once  'tis  enjoy'd  ; 
But  in  Wine  I  both  Time  and  Enjoyment  defy  j 
For  the  longer  I  drink,  the  more  thirfty  am  i, 

Let  Murders,  and  Battles,  and  Hiftory  prove 
The  Mifchiefs  that  wait  upon  Rivals  in  Love 
But  in  drinking,  thank  Heav'n,  no  Rival  contends  ; 
For  themore  we  loveLiquor,  the  more  we  are  Friends* 

She  too  might  have  poifon'd  the  Joy  of  my  Life 
With  Nurfes,  and  Babies,  and  Squalling  and  Strife  : 
But  my  Wine  neither  Nurfes  nor  Babies  can  bring  5 
And  a  big-belly'd  Bottle's  a  eighty  good,, Thing. 
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We  lhorten  our  Days  when  with  Love  we  engage  j 
It  brings  on  Difeafes,  and  haftens  Old  Age  • 
Bui :  Wine  from  grim  Death  can  its  Votaries' fave, 
And  keep  out  t'other  Leg,  when  there's  one  in  the 
Grave. 

Perhaps   like  her  Sex,  ever  falfe  to  their  Word, 
She  has  left  me,  to  get  an  Eftate,  or  a  Lord  : 
Bu  t  my  Bumper  (regarding  nor  Title  or  Pelf ) 
Will  ftand  by  me  when  I  can't  ftand  by  myfelf. 
Then  let  my  dear  Chloe  no  longer  complain  ;  ' 
She  s  rid  of  her  Lover,  and  I  of  my  Pain  • 
f  orin  W,„e  mighty  Wine,  many  Comforts  I  fPy: 
Should  you  doubt  what  I  fay,  take  a  Bumper  and  try! 

SONG  CCCXXXVII. 
Sung  ly  Mrs.  Clive  in  As  you  like  it. 

WHAEJN^Daifies  Py'd'  and  Vi'Iets  blue, 
And  Cuckow-buds  of  yellow  Hue, 
And  Lady-fmocks  all  filver  white, 
Do  paint  the  Meadows  with  Delight  • 
The  Cuckow  then,  on  ev'ry  Tree  ' 
Mocks  marry'd  Men  j  for  thus  fings  he  : 
Cuckow  !  Cuckow  !  oh  !  Word  of  Fear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  marry'd  Ear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  marry'd  Ear. 

When  Shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  Straws, 
And  merry  Larks  are  Ploughmen's  Clocks  : 

*  /  ™T.U/tleS,tread'  and  Rooks  and  Daws, 
And  Maidens  bleach  their  Summer  Smocks  : 
i  he  Cuckow  then,  on  ev'ry  Tree 
Mocks  marry'd  Men  ;  for  thus  fin'gs  he  : 
Cuckow!  Cuckow!  oh  !  Word  of  Fear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  marry'd  Ear, 
Unpleafing  to  a  marry'd  Ear. 

SONG 
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SONG  CCCXXXVIIL 
Set  by  Mr.  Baildon. 

IF  Love's  a  fweet  Paflion,  how  can  it  torment  ? 
If  bitter,  oh !  tell  me  whence  comes  my  Content  ? 
Since  I  fuffer  with  Pleafure,  why  fhould  I  complain* 
Or  grieve  at  my  Fate,  fmce  I  know  'tis  in  vain  ? 
Yet  fo  pleafing  the  Pain  is,  fo  foft  is  the  Dart, 
That  at  once  it  both  wounds  me,  and  tickles  my 
Heart. 

I  grafp  her  Hand  gently,  look  Ianguifhing  down, 
And  by  paffionate  Silence  I  make  my  Love  known ; 
But  oh !  how  I'm  bleft,  when  fo  kind  fhe  does  prove, 
By  fome  willing  Miftake  to  difcover  her  Love  ! 
When,  in  driving  to  hide,  lhe  reveals  all  her  Flame, 
And  our  Eyes  tell  each  other  what  neither  dare  name. 

How  pleafing  is  Beauty  !  how  fweet  are  the  Charms ! 
How  delightful  Embraces !  how  peaceful  her  Arms ! 
Sure  there's  nothing  fo  eafy  as  learning  to  love; 
'Tis  taught  us  on  Earth,  and  by  all  Things  above : 
And  to  Beauty's  bright  Standard  all  Heroes  muft 
yield; 

For  'tis  Beauty  that  conquers  and  keeps  the  fair 
Field. 


SONG  CCCXXXIX; 
Hope  :  A  PaftoraL    Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 

MY  Banks  are  all  furniih'd  with  Bees,. 
Whofe  Murmur  invites  one  to  lleep  s 
My  Grottoes  are  fhaded  with  Trees, 
And  my  Hills  are  white-over  with  Sheep  : 

I  feldom 
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I  feld'om  have  met  with  a  Lofs, 

Such  Health  do  my  Fountains  beftow  ; 
My  Fountains  all  border'd  with  Mofs, 

Where  the  Hare-bells  and  Violets  grow4, 

Where  the  Hare-bells  and  Violets  grow. 
I  have  found  out  a  Gift  for  my  Fair, 

I  have  found  where  the  Wood-Pigeons  breed  ; 
But  let  me  that  Plunder  forbear; 

She'll  fay  'twas  a  barbarous  Deed, 
For  he  ne'er  could  be  true,  fhe  averr'd, 

Who  could  rob  a  poor  Bird  of  its  Young  : 
I  lov'd  her  the  more  when  I  heard 

Such  Temfernefs  fall  from  her  Tongue* 

Such  Tendernefs,  &c. 
But  where  does  my  Fhyllida  ftray  ? 

And  where  are  her  Grots,  and  her  Bow'rs  \ 
Are  the  Groves  and  the  Valleys  as  gay, 

And  the  Shepherds  as  gentle,  as  ours  ? 
The  Groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fair, 

'And  the  Face  of  the  Valleys  as  fine  ; 
The  Swains  may  in  Manners  compare,. 

But  their  Love  is  not  equal  to  mine*. 

But  their  Love  is  not  equal  to  mine.. 

SONG  CCCXL, 

In  the  Chaplet. 

HAT  Medline  can  foften  the  Bofom's  keei* 
Smart  ? 

What  Lethe  can  banifti  the  Pain  ? 
What  Cure  can  be  met  with  to  foothe  the  fond  Heart 
That's  broke  by  a  faithlefs  young  Swain  ?; 

In  hopes  to  forget  him,  how  vainly  I  try 
The  Sports  of  the  Wake  and  the  Green  ! 

When  Colin  is  dancing,  I  fay  with  a  Sigh, 
*Twai  here  firit  my  Damon  was  feen. 

When 
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When  to  the  pale  Moon  ths  foft  Nightingales  moaa 

In  Accents  fo  piercing  and  clear  ; 
You  fing  not  fo  fweetly,  I  cry,  with  a  Groan, 

As  when  my  dear  Damon  was  here. 
A  Garland  of  Willow  my  Temples  mall  (hade, 

And  pluck  it,  ye  Nymphs,  from  yon  Grove  ; 
For  there,  to  her  Coft,  was  poor  Laura  betray'd^, 

And  Damon  pretended  to  love. 

SONG  CCCXLL 
Sung  in  the  Shepherd's  Lottery, 

MY  Fair,  ye  Swains,  is  gone  aftray  ; 
The  little  Wand'rer  loft  her  Way 
In  gath'ring  Flow'rs  the  other  Day  ; 

Poor  Phillis,  poor  Phillis,  poor  lovely  Phi  tux* 
Ah  !  lead  her  home,  ye  gentle  Swains, 
Who  know  an  abfent  Lover's  Pains, 
And  bring  her  £afely  o'er  the  Plains ; 

My  Phillis,,  my  Phillisy  my  lovely  Phillis*. 
Conceive  what  Tortures  rack  my  Mind  i 
And,  if  you'll  be  fo  juft  and  kind, 
I'll  give  you.  certain  Marks  to  find 

My  Phillis,  &c. 
Whene'er  a  charming  Form  you  fee> 
-Serenely  grave,  fedately  free, 
And  mildly  gay,  it  mull  be  fee ; 

'Tis  Phillis,.  &e.„ 
Not  boldly  bare,  nor  half  undrefl* 
But  under  Cover  flightly  preft, 
In  fecret  plays  the  little  Breafi 

Of  Phillis,  &c. 
When  fuch  a  heav'hly  Voice  you  hear, 
As  makes  you  think  a  Dryad  near, 
Ah  t  feizeher,  and  bring  liome  my  Dear; 
'Tis  Phillis*  &c, 
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The  Nymph,  whofe  Perfon,  void  of  Art, 

Has  ev'ry  Grace  in  ev'ry  Part, 

With  murd'ring  Eyes,  yet  harmlefs  Heart* 

Is  Phillis,  Sec. 
Whofe  Teeth  are  like  an  Iv'ry  Row, 
Whofe  Skin  is  like  the  cleareft  Snow, 
Whofe  Face  like —nothing:  that  I  know* 

Is  PhiUis,  Sec. 

But  reft,  my  Soul,  and  blefs  your  Fate ; 
The  Gods,  who  form'd  a  Piece  fo  neat, 
So  juft,  exaft,  and  fo  complete, 

As  Phillis,  Sec. 
Proud  of  their  Hit  in  fuch  a  Flow'r, 
Which  fo  exemplifies  their  Pow'r, 
Will  guard,  in  ev'ry  dang'rous  Hour, 

My  Pbillis,  my  Phillis,  my  lovely  Pbillis. 

SONG  CCCXLII. 

The  Words  by  Mr.  Gay. 

ALL  in  the  Downs  the  Fleet  was  moor'd, 
The  Streamers  waving  in  the  Wind, 
When  black-ey'd  Sufan  came  on  board, 

Oh !  where  fhall  I  my  True-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  Sailors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  your  Crew  ? 

William*,  who  high,  upon  the  Yard, 
Rock'd  by  the  Billows  to  and  fro, 

Soon  as  her  well-known  Voice  he  heard, 
He  figh'd  and  caft  his  Eyes  below  ; 

The  Cord  flies  fwiftly  thro'  his  glowing  Hands, 

And  quick  as  Lightning  on  the  Deck  he  ftands, 
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So  the  fweet  Lark,  high-pois'd  in  Air, 
Shuts  clofe  his  Pinions  to  his  Breaft, 
If  chance  his  Mate's  fhrill  Voice  he  hear, 

^  And  drops  at  once  into  her  Neft. 
The  nobleft  Captain  in  the  Britijh  Fleet 
Might  envy  William's  Lips  thofe  Kiffes  fweet, 

0  Sufan!  Sufanf  lovely  Dear! 
My  Vows  ihall  ever  true  remain  ; 

Let  me  wipe  off  that  falling  Tear  : 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change  as  ye  lift,  ye  Winds,  my  Heart  fhall  be 

1  he  faithful  Compafs  that  ftill  point*  to  thee. 

Believe  not  what  the  Landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  Mind  j 

They'll  tell  thee  Sailors,  when  away, 
In  ev'ry  Port  a  Miftrefs  find  : 

Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo. 

For  thou  art  prefent  wherefoe'er  I  go. 

If  to  fair  India's  Coaft  we  fail, 

Thine  Eyes  are  feen  in  Diamonds  bright  s 
Thy  Breath  is  Afric's  fpicy  Gale ;  * 

Thy  Skin  is  Ivory  fo  white  : 
Thus  ev'ry  beauteous  Objecl:  that  I  view 
Wakes  in  my  Soul  fome  Charm  of  lovely  Sue. 

Tho'  Battle  calls  me  from  thy  Arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn  ; 
Tho'  Cannons  roar,  yet  fafe  from  Harms 

William  mail  to  his  Dear  return  : 
Love  turns  afide  the  Balls  that  round  me  fly 
Left  precious  Tears  mould  drop  from  Su/aJs  Eye. 


The 
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The  Boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  Word, 
The  Sails  their  fwelling  Bofoms  fpread  ; 

No  longer  muft  me  flay  on  board ; 

They  kifs'd,  fhe  figh'd,  he  hung  his  Head  : 

Her  leis'ning  Boat  unwilling  rows  to  Land  ; 

Adieu  !  fhe  cry'd,  and  wav'd  her  Lily  Hand. 


H 


SONG  CCCXLI1I. 

By  Mr.  Pope, 

A  P  P  Y  the  Man  whofe  Wifh  and  Care 
A  few  paternal  Acres  bound, 


Content  to  breathe  his  native  Air 

In  his  own  Ground  : 

Whofe  Herds  with  Milk,  whofe  Fields  with  Bread, 

Whofe  Flocks  fupply  him  with  Attire  ; 
Whofe  Trees  in  Summer  yield  him  Shade, 
In  Winter  Fire. 

Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  Days,  and  Years,  flide  foft  away, 
In  Health  of  Body,  Peace  of  Mind, 
Quiet  by  Day, 

Sound  Sleep  by  Night,  Study  and  Eafe 

Together  mix'd,  fweet  Recreation, 
And  Innocence,  which  moft  doth  pleafe, 
With  Meditation, 

Thus  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown  ; 
Thus  unlamented  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  World,  and  not  a  Stone 
Tell  where  I  lie. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCXLIV. 

Sung  at  the  Theatres. 

\JiT  HEN  mighty  Roaft  Beef  was  the  Englijhmanh 

j  V  Food, 
It  ennobled  our  Veins,  and  enriched  our  Blood  % 
OurSoldiers  were  brave,  and  our  Courtiers  were  good  \ 

O  the  Roaft  Beef  of  Old  England! 

And  O  the  Old Englijh  Roaft  Beef! 

But  fince  we  have  learnt  from  all-conquering  Franc* 
To  eat  their  Ragouts,  as  well  as  to  dance, 
We're  fed  up  with  nothing — but  vain  Complaifance; 
O  the  Roalt  Beef,  fcfr. 

Our  Fathers  of  old  were  robuft,  flout  and  ftrong, 
And  kept  open  Houfe  with  good  Chear  all  Day  long, 
Which  made  their  plump  Tenants  rej  oice  in  this  Song^ 
O  the  Roaft.  Beef,  6>V. 

But  now  we  are  dwindled  to — what  fhall  I  name  ? 
A  fneaking  poor  Race,  half  begotten, — and  tame, 
Who  fully  thofe  Honours  that  once  fhone  in  Fame  ; 
O  the  Roaft  Beef,  &c. 

When  good  Queen  Elizabeth  fat  on  the  Throne, 
Ere  Coffee,  or  Tea,  or  fuch  Slip-flops  were  known, 
The  World  was  in  Terror,  if  e'er  lbe  did  frown : 
O  the  Roaft  Beef,  &c. 

In  thofe  Days,  if  Fleets  did  prefumeon  the  Main, 
They  feldom  or  never  return'd  back  again  ; 
As  Witnefs,  the  vaunting  Armada  of  Spain. 
O  the  Roaft  Beef,  Esfc. 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  then  they  had  Stomachs  to  eat,  and  to  fight, 
And,  when  Wrongs  were  a  cooking,  to  do  themfelves 
right ; 

Butnow  we're  a  Pack  of— I  could— but  Good-Night : 
O  the  Roaft  Beef  of  Old  England! 
And  O  the  Old  Englijh  Roaft  Beef! 

SONG  CCCXLV, 
Sung  in  Lethe. 

YE  Mortals,whom  Fancies  and  Troubles  perplex, 
Whom  Folly  mifguides,  and  Infirmities  vex  ; 
Whofe  Lives  hardly  know  what  it  is  to  be  bleft ; 
Who  rife  without  Joy,  and  lie  down  without  Reit ; 
Obey  the  glad  Summons,  to  Lethe  repair, 
Drink  deep  of  the  Stream,  and  forget  all  your  Care; 
Drink  deep  of  the  Stream,  and  forget  all  your  Care. 

Old  Maids  fhall  forget  what  they  wifti  for  in  vain, 
And  young  ones  the  Rover  they  cannot  regain  ; 
The  Rake  fhall  forget  how  la  ft  Night  he  was  cloy'd, 
And  Chloe  again  be  with  Paflion  enjoy'd  : 
Obey  then  the  Summons,  to  Lethe  repair, 
And  drink  an  Oblivion  to  Trouble  and  Care, 
And  drink  an  Oblivion  to  Trouble  and  Care. 

The  Wife  at  one  Draught  may  forget  all  her  Wants, 
Or  drench  her  fond  Fool  to  forget  her  Gallants  ; 
The  Troubled  in  Mind  mall  go  chearful  away, 
And  Yefterday's  Wretch  be  quite  happy  To-day  : 
Obey  then  the  Summons,  to  Lethe  repair, 
Drink  deep  of  the  Stream,  and  forget  all  your  Care; 
Drink  deep  of  the  Stream,  and  forget  all  your  Care. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCXLVI. 
Sung  in  As  you  like  it, 

BLOW,  blow,  thou  Winter's  Wind 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind, 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind, 
As  Man's  Ingratitude; 
Thy  Tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 
Thy  Tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 
Altho'  thy  Breath  be  rude, 
Altho*  thy  Breath  be  rude. 
Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  Sky; 
Thou  doll  not  bite  fo  nigh, 
Thou  doft  not  bite  fo  nigh, 

As  Benefits  forgot  : 
TW  thou  the  Waters  warp, 
Thy  Sting  is  not  fo  lharp, 
Tho'  thou  the  Waters  warp, 
Thy  Sting  is  not  fo  iharp, 
As  Friends  reraember'd  not, 
As  Friends  remember'd  not. 

SONG  CCCXLVII, 
Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 

ATw-  unf  ^  3nd  riiinS  M°™> 
\    *«,         S°,ul  lhat      hMlovc  thee, 

With  all  that  can  inprove  thee ; 
1 11  vifit  oft  the  birken  Bufh, 
Where  firft  you  kindly  told  me 

Whilft  round  thou  didil  infold  me. 
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To  all  our  Haunts  thou  didft  repair, 

By  Green-wood,  Shaw,  or  Fountain ; 
Or  where  the  Summer's  Day  I'd  mare 

With  you  upon  yon  Mountain  : 
There  will  I  tell  the  Trees  and  Flow'rs, 

With  Thoughts  unfeign'd  and  tender, 
By  Vows  you're  mine,  my  Love  is  yours. 

My  Heart,  which  cannot  wander. 

SONG  CCCXLVIII. 
In  Comus. 

FAME'S  an  Echo,  prattling  double, 
An  empty,  airy,  glitt'ring  Bubble  ; 
A  Breath  can  fwell,  a  Breath  can  fink  it ;  # 
The  Wife  not  worth  their  keeping  think  It 
Why  then,  why  fuch  Toil  and  Pain,  1 
Fame's  uncertain  Smiles  to  gain  ? 
Like  her  Sifter,  Fortune,  blind, 
To  the  Beft  fhe's  oft  unkind, 
And  the  Worft  her  Favour  find, 

SONG  CCCXLIX. 
In  Comus. 

LIVE  and  love,  enjoy  the  Fair? 
Banilh  Sorrow,  banifh  Care  ; 
Mind  not  what  old  Dotards  fay, 
Age  has  had  his  Share  of  Play  ; 
But  Youth's  Sport  begins  To-day. 
From  the  Fruits  of  fweet  Delight 
Let  no  fcare-crow  Virtue  fright ; 
Here,  in  Pleafure's  Vineyards,  we 
Rove,  like  Birds,  from  Tree  to  Tree, 
Carelefc,  airy,  gay,  and  free. 
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SONG  CCCL. 

SICK  of  the  Town,  fair  Delia  flew 
To  Contemplation's  rural  Seat ; 
Adieu,  fhe  cry'd,  vain  World,  adieu/ 

Fools  only  ftudy  to  be  great : 
The  Book,  the  Lamp,  the  Hermit's  Cell, 

The  mofs-grown  Roof,  the  matted  Floor; 
All  thefe  me  had  —'twas  mighty  well ; 

But  yet  /he  wanted  fomething  morel 
Back  to  the  bufy  World  again 

She  foon  return'd,  in  hopes  to  find 
Eafe  for  imaginary  Pain, 

Quiet  of  Heart,  and  Peace  of  Mind  s 
Gay  Scenes  of  Grandeur  ev'ry  Hour, 

By  Turns  her  fickle  Fancy  fill ; 
The  World  feem'd  all  within  her  Pow'r  • 
But  yet  /he  wanted  fomething  fall.  9 
Cities  and  Groves  by  Turns  were  try'd  * 
'Twas  all,  ye  Fair,  an  idle  Tale,  * 
Delta  at  length  became  a  Bride, 

A  Bride  to  Damon  of  the  Vale  • 
Behold,  at  once  the  Gloom  was  clear'd  • 

Damon  was  kind  ;-and  from  that  Hoar 
fcach  Place  a  Paradife  appear'd, 
And  Delia  wanted  nothing  more. 

SONG  CCCLL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Vernon,  in  the  New  Englifh  Opera  of 
Ine  Royal  Shepherd. 

WEwkL  1  !™0W'  !hou  frienc%  Stream, 
.  What  thy  gentle  Murmurs  mean  : 
In  their  Accents  foft  they  fay, 
Why  mull  our  Fair-one  keep  away  ? 

SONG 
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SONG  CCCLII. 
Sungby  Sig.  Cremonini,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

TO  the  Wood,  the  Field,  the  Fountain, 
To  the  Lawn,  the  Dale,  or  Mountain, 
I  my  darling  Flock  will  guide, 
With  my  true  Love  by  my  Side. 

Humble  though  our  Cottage  be, 
Ever  dwelling  there  we'll  fee 
Conflancy  with  Pleafure  join'd, 
Innocence  with  Peace  of  Mind. 

SONG  CCCLIIL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Vernon,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

A Shepherd  tho'  I  am,  what  then  ? 
That  Shepherd's  State  fo  low 
I'd  not  exchange  for  Rule  o'er  Men, 
Nor  wifli  more  great  to  grow. 

But  if,  againft  my  own  Defire, 

Heav'n  mould  exalt  my  State, 
Heav'n  will  proportion'd  Thoughts  infpire, 

And  fit  me  to  be  great. 

SONG  CCCLIV. 
ticngbyMru  Dorman,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

WHY  afk  me,  Faireft,  if  I  love? 
Thofe  Eyes,  fo  piercing  bright, 
Can  ev'ry  Doubt  of  that  remove, 
Nor  need  they  other  Light. 

,  Thofe 
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Thofe  Eyes,  they  know  full  well  my  Heart 
And  all  its  Workings  fee,  * 

E'er  fince  they  play'd  the  ConquWs  Part. 
And  I  no  more  was  free. 

SONG  CCCLV. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

THE  many  dreadful  Storms  blown  o'er 
Already  I've  forgot ; 
My  Lover's  Looks  the  Calm  reftore, 
And  Peace  is  now  my  Lot. 

What  if  a  while  my  Stars  fevere 

My  Quiet  could  annoy, 
My  Heart,  that  ftiudder'd  then  with  Fear, 

Is  flutt'ring  now  with  Joy. 

SONG  CCCLVL 
Sung  by  Mifs  Wright,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

WHAT  more  can  a  fair  Maid  delight 
Than  in  other's  Example  to  fee 
I  o  what  Happinefs  fhe  has  a  Right, 
If  m  Love  Ihe  fuccefsful  fhou'd  be  ? 

Such  a  flattering  Hope  fills  my  Breaft, 
That  I  pant  though  I  cannot  tell  why  - 

And  I  fear  I  fhall  ne'er  be  at  Reft 

Till  the  much-wiuVd-for  State  iihali  trv. 
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SONG  CCCLVII. 

Duetto.    Sung  by  Signora  Cremonini,  and  Mr* 
Vernon,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

Sig.  Cremonini. 

GO  reign  ;  the  Throne  awaits  my  Love z 
But  oh!  if  that  can  be, 
Preferve  your  Heart  for  me. 
Mr.  Vernon. 
Tho'  I  mou'd  reign,  I'll  faithful  prove; 
Yes,  on  the  Throne  you'll  find 
Your  Shepherd  ever  kind. 

Sig.  Cremonini. 
Shepherd  ! — my  King  you're  now* 
Mr.  Vernon. 
How  cruel  is  that  Fear ! 

Duetto. 

Ye  Pow'rs,  whom  we  revere, 
To  Love  fo  pure  fome  Favour  mow* 

SONG  CCCLVIIL 
Sung  by  Mifs  Wright,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd; 

HOW  oft  the  fond  Turtle  I  fee, 
When  fhe  feeks  her  loft  Mate  o'er  the  Plain  I 
Not  the  Hawk,  jnor  the  Kite,  then  dreads  me, 
Till  me  finds  her  fweet  Partner  again. 

If  her  foft  timid  Heart  can  afpire 

Thus  to  brave  ev'ry  Rifk  for  her  Dear, 

Sure,  in  mine  mould  Love  raife  a  like  Fire, 
It  would  foon  be  fuperior  to  Fear. 
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SONG  CCCLDC 

*  M^  Yo«ng.  '»  The  Royal  Shepherd 

nPELi','  °h!  tel1  my  Lover  true, 
JWm    That  I-oh  Heav'ns !  what  Ihall  I  fav  > 
But  my  Heart  is  known  to  you  ; 
Its  Sentiments  do  you  convey. 

Ca"  f  what  I  feel  explain, 

When  all  Expreffion  'tis  above  ? 
■Hut  you  know  my  Caufe  of  Pain 
And  know  befides  what  ftis  to'love, 

SONG  CCCLX. 
Sung  ly  Mr.  Vemon,  &  The  Ro rAL 

YE  Gods!  to  me,  a  lowly  Plant, 

7W  f  ,rnrglve  Improvement  Scope, 
1hatfullylmavanfwer) 

My  Cultivator's  Hope. 
Nor  may  I  now,  fet  in  rich  Land. 

Whence  flow'd  my  prefent  Good. 

SONG  CCCLXI. 

**J  £'  ChamP"es'  *  The Royal  Smk,„brd. 
T  *  Happmefs  thro'  me  you  gain,  -> 
J.  I  have  not  conquer'd  then  in  vain  ;  i 
Tis  o  er  your  Hearts  I  wilh  to  reign.    .  J 
The  greatefl  Glory  I've  in  view 
From  Vift'ry  is~the  Good  I'll  do. 
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SONG  CCCLXIL 
Sung  by  Mr.  Vernon,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

HU  S  B  A  N  D  at  once,  and  Lover  too, 
From  Faith  I  ne'er  will  fwerve, 
But  constantly,  with  Ardor  true, 
My  Heart  for  her  preferve. 

SONG  CCCLXIII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Wright,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

CAN  any  Thing  give  fo  much  Pain, 
As  a  terrible  Bar  juft  to  meet 
At  a  Time  when  a  Nymph  and  her  Swain 
Imagine  their  Joys  are  complete  ? 

If  it  fome  Time  mould  happen  to  me 

To  partake  of  fo  cruel  a  Fate, 
I  ne'er  could  endure  it,  I  fee, 

But  fhould  kill  myfelf  rather  than  wait. 

SONG  CCCLXIV: 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Dorman,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

OCeafe,  thou  faireft  of  thy  Sex, 
With  double  Sway  to  urge  thy  Will; 
Nor  ufe  thy  Pow'r,  my  Heart  to  vex  ; 
But  let  foft  Pity  move  thee  Hill. 

In  Abfence,  Mifery  complete 

Too  furely  fhall  I  ever  find  : 
Why  then,  by  flaying,  would'ft  thou  yet 

Add  greater  Tortures  to  my  Mind  ? 
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SONG  CCCLXV. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  in  The  Royal  Shephsrd. 

IF  you  yourfelf  give  me  away, 
. And  in  another's  Arms  enthral  me, 
In  what  am  I  to  blame,  I  pray  ? 

Why  do  you  cruel  call  me  ? 
My  Patience  your  Example  be, 

Who,  left,  don't  yet  complain, 
Nor  offer  to  infult,  you  fee, 
Nor  call  you  faithlefs  Swain. 

SONG  CCCLXVI. 
Sungfy  Mr.  Champnes,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

PRopitious  Heav'n!  you've  pleas'd  To-daf 
Frem  Laurels  to  impart : 
Second,  more-o'er,  I  ardent  pray, 

Th'  Impulfes  of  my  Heart. 
If  I  a  Star  of  Glory  blaze, 

Rais'd  by  your  Pow'r  divine  ; 
O  grant,  that  of  fuch  Star  the  Rays 
For  general  Good  may  mine. 

SONG  CCCLXVII. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Wright,  in  The  Royal  Shepherd. 

VOWS  of  Love  ihould  ever  bind 
Men  who  are  to  Honour  true  : 
Fhey  muft  have  a  favage  Mind 

Who  refufe  the  Fair  their  Due. 
Scorn'd  and  hated  may  they  be, 

Who  from  Conftancy  do  fwerve  • 
So  may  ev'ry  Nymph  agree 

All  fuch  faithlefs  Swains  to  ferve 
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SONG  CCCLXVIIL 
Sung  hy  Mlfs  Brent,  in  Artaxerxes. 

THE  Soldier,  tir'd  of  War's  Alarms, 
Forfwears  the  Clang  of  hoftile  Arms, 

And  fcorns  the  Spear  and  Shield ; 
But,  if  the  brazen  Trumpet  found, 
He  burns  with  Conquer!:  to  be.  crown'd, 

And  dares  again  the  Field. 

SONG  CCCLXIX. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Love  in  a  Village* 

pMS  not  Wealth,  it  is  not  Birth, 

Can  Value  to  the  Soul  convey  : 

Minds  pofiefs  fuperior  Worth, 

Which  Chance  nor  gives,  nor  takes  away. 
-Like  the  Sun  true  :Jerit  fncws, 

By  Nature  warm,  by  Nature  bright ;. 
With  inbred  Flames  he  nobly  glows, 
Nor  needs  the  Aid  of  borrowed  Light. 

SONG  CCCLXX. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Dyer,  and  Mifs  Hallara,  in  Love  in  a 
Village. 

Mr.  Dyer. 

LET  Rakes  and  Libertines,  refign'd 
To  fenfual  Pleafures,  range  : 
Here  all  the  Sex's  Charms  I  rind, 
And  ne'er  can  cool  or  change. 

Mifs  Hallam. 
Let  vain  Coquettes  and  Prudes  conceal 

What  rnoft  their  Hearts  defire  : 
With  Pride  my  Paffion  I  reveal 
Oh,  may  it  ne'er  expire  ! 

Duetto. 
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Duetto, 

The  Sun  fhall  ceafe  to  fpread  its  Light, 
Thenars  their  Orbits  leave, 

And  fair  Creation  fink  in  Night, 
When  I  my  Dear  deceive. 


SONG  CCCLXXI. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Love  in  a  Village* 

HOW  bleft  the  Maid  whofe  Bofom 
No  head-itrong  PaiEon  knows  ! 
Her  Days  in  Joy  fne  paffes, 
Her  Nights  in  fweet  Repofe  : 

Where-e'er  her  Fancy  leads  her, 
No  Pain,  no  Fear,  invades  her  ; 
But  Pieafure 
Without  Meafure 
Fromev'ry  Object  flows. 


SONG  CCCLXXXI. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  Love  in  a  Village. 

""EN CE  with  Cares,  Complaint,  and  Frowning 
_      Welcome  Jollity  and  Joy  ; 
Ev'ry  Grief  in  Pieafure  drowning, 
Mirth  this  happy  Night  employ. 
Let's  to  Friendiliip  do  our  Duty, 

Laugh,  and  fing  fomegood  old  Strain  ; 
Drink  a  Health  to  Love  and  Beauty, 
May  they  long  in  Triumph  reign  ! 

^uTh\  Sg*Ss  {"  {he  New  Engiifh  Operas  of  The 
Royal  Shepherd,  Love  in  a  Village,  and  Ar~ 

"  SeLgh  ^  °CCafWnally  funZ  by  Mif>  Wright,  at 
p  4  SONG 
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SONG  CCCLXXIIL 

Sit  ky  Mr.  Michael  Arne,  and  fung  by  Mifs  Wright, 
at  Ranelagh. 

YOung  Molly ,  who  lives  at  the  Foot  of  the  Hill, 
And  whofe  Fame  ev'ry  Virgin  with  Envy  does 
fill, 

Of  Beauty  is  blefs'd  with  fo  ample  a  Share, 

That  Men  call  her  the  Lafs  with  the  delicate  Air. 

One  Ev'ning,  laft  Mayy  when  I  travers'd  the  Grove, 
In  thoughtlefs  Retirement,  not  dreaming  of  Love, 
I  chanc'd  to  efpy  the  gay  Nymph,  I  declare  ; 
And  really  fhe'd  got  a  moft  delicate  Air. 

By  a  murmuring  Brook,  ly  a  green  mo/Ty  Bed, 
A  Chaplet  compofing,  the  fair  One  was  laid  : 
Surpm'd  and  tranfported,  I  cou'd  not  forbear, 
With  Raptures  to  gaze  on  her  delicate  Air. 

That  Moment  young  Cupid  fele&ed  a  Dart, 
And  pierc'd,  without  Pity,  my  innocent  Heart  : 
And  from  thence,  how  to  win  the  dear  Maid,  was  my 
Care ; 

For  a  Captive  I  fell  to  her  delicate  Air. 

When  fhe  faw  me  fhe  blulh'd,  and  complain'd  I  was 
rude, 

And  begg'd  of  all  Things  that  I  would  not  intrude  : 
I  anfwer'd,  I  cou'd  not  tell  how  I  came  there, 
But  laid  all  the  Blame  on  her  delicate  Air  ; 

Said  her  Heart  was  the  Prize  which  T  fought  to  obtain, 
And  hop'd  fhe  wou'd  grant  it  to  eafe  my  fond  Pain. 
She  neither  rejected,  nor  granted  my  Pray'r, 
But  fir'd  all  my  Soul  with  her  delicate  Air. 

A  thou- 


[  321  3 


A  thoufand  Times  fince,  I've  repeated  rfiy  Suit ; 
But  ftil!  the  Tormentor  affects  to  be  mute  : 
Then  tell  me,  ye  Swains,  who  have  conquer'd  the 
Fair, 

How  to  win  the  dear  Lafs  with  the  delicate  Air. 

SONG  CCCLXXIV. 

In  Com  us. 

COME,  come,  hid  adieu  to  Fear  ; 
Love  and  Harmony  live  here  : 
No  domeitic  jealous  Jars, 
Buzzing  Slanders,  wordy  Wars, 
In  my  Prefence  will  appear : 
Love  and  Harmony  reign  here. 

Sighs  to  am'rous  Sighs  returning, 
Pulfes  beating,  Bofoms  burning, 
Bofoms  with  warm  Wifhes  panting, 
Words  to  fpeak  thofe  Wifhes  wanting, 
Are  the  only  Tumults  here, 
All  the  Woes  you  need  to  fear  t 
Love  and  Harmony  reign  here. 

SONG  CCCLXXV. 
In  Comus, 

NOR  on: Beds  0f  fading  Flow'rs, 
m  Shedding  foon  their  gaudy  Pride, 
Nor  with  Swains  in  Syren  Bow'rs, 
Will  true  Pleafure  long  refide  : 
On  awful  Virtue's  Hill  fublime 

Enthron'd  fits  the  immortal  Fair  ; 
Who  wins  her  Height  mull  patient  climb  ; 

The  Steps  aie  Peril,  Toil,  and  Care  : 
So,  from  the  firft,  did  Jo<ve  ordain 
Eternal  Blifs  for  tranfient  Pain. 
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SONG  CCCLXXVI. 

Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Words  from  the  Italian*. 

STL  VIA,  wilt  thou  wafte  thy  Prime, 
Stranger  to  the  Joys  of  Love? 
Thou  haft  Youth,  and  that's  the  Time 

Ev'r.y  Minute  to  improve  : 
Round  thee  wilt  thou  never  hear 
Little  wanton  Girls  and  Boys 
Sweetly  founding  in  thy  Ear, 
Sweetly  founding  in  thy  Ear, 

Infant's  Prate  and  Mother's  Joys  J? 

Only  view  that  little  Dove, 

Softly  cooing  to  his  Mate  ; 
As  a  farther  Proof  of  Love, 

See  her  for  his  KifTes  wait : 
Hark  !  that  charming  Nightingale,, 

As  he  flies  from  Spray  to  Spray  ^ 
Sweetly  tunes  an  am'rous  Tale, 
Sweetly  tunes,  Z*fc. 

I  love,  I  love,  he  ftrives  to  fay*. 

Could  I  to  thy  Soul  reveal 

But  the  leaft,  the  thoufandth  Par 
Of  thofe  Pleafures  Lovers  feel, 

In  a  mutual  Change  of  Heart ; 
Then,  repenting,  wouldft  thou  fay, 

Virgin  Fears,  from  hence  remove, 
AH  the  Time  is  thrown  away, 
AH  the  Time  is  thrown  away, 

That  we  do  not  fpend  in-Love, 
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S  O  N  G  CCCLXXVII. 

Set  by  Mr.  Weldon,  and  Mr.  Arne,  fen. 

LE  T  Ambition  fire  thy  Mind  ; 
Thou  wert  born  o'er  Man  to  reign, 
Not  to  follow  Flocks  defign'd  : 

Scorn  thy  Crook,  and  leave  the  Plain- 

Crowns  I'll  throw  beneath  thy  Feet ; 

Thou  on  Necks  of  Kings  malt  tread  $ 
Joys  incircling  Joys  mall  meet, 
Which  Way  e'er  thy  Fancy's  led. 

Let  not  Toils  of  Empire  fright ; 

Toils  of  Empire  Pleafures  are  : 
Thou  malt  only  know  Delight, 
Ail  the  Joy,  but  not  the  Care. 

Shepherd,  if  thou'lt  yield  the  Prizev 

For  the  Bleffings  I  bellow, 
Joyful  I'll  afcend  the  Skies, 
Happy  thou  fhalt  reign  below. 

S  O  N  G  CCCLXXVIIL 
C  o  l  i  n's  Complaint. 

DEAR  Cbloe,  whilfr.  thus  beyond  Meafure 
You  treat  me  with  Doubts  and  Difdain, 
You  rob  all  your  Youth  of  its  Pleafure, , 

And  hoard  up  an  Old- Age  of  Pain  : 
Your  Maxim,  that  Love  is  ftill  founded 

On  Charms  that  will  quickly  decay. 
You'll  find  to  be  very  ill  grounded, 
When  once  you  its  Dictates  obey, 


The 
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The  Paffion,  from  Beauty  firft  drawn, 

Your  Kindnefs  will  vaftly  improve  ; 
Soft  Smiles  and  gay  Looks  are  the  Dawn, 

Fruition's  the  Sun-mine  of  Love  : 
And  tho'  the  bright  Beams  of  your  Eyes 

Should  be  clouded,  that  now  are  fo  gay, 
And  Darknefs  poflefs  all, the  Skies, 

We  ne'er  can  forget  it  was  Day. 

Old  Darby,  with  Joan  by  his  Side, 

You've  often  regarded  with  Wonder ; 
He's  dropfical,  fhe  is  fore-ey'd; 

Yet  they're  ever  uneafy  afander  ; 
Together  they  totter  about,, 

Or  fit  in  the  Sun  at  the  Door, 
And  at  Night,  when  old  Darby's  Pot's  out. 

His  Joan  will  not  fmoke  a  Whiff  more. 

No  Beauty  or  Wit  they  poflefs, 

Their  feveral  Failings  to  fmother  ; 
Then  what  are  the  Charms,  can  you  guefs, 

That  make  $em  fo  fond  of  each  other  ? 
*Tis  the  pleafmg  Remembrance  of  Youth, 

The  Endearments  that  Love  did  beftow-; 
The  Thoughts  of  paft  Pleafure  and  Truth, 

The  beft  of  all  Bleffings  below. 

Thofe  Traces  for  ever  will  laft, 

Which  Sicknefsnor  Time  can  remove; 
For  when  Youth  and  Beauty  are  paft, 

And  Age  brings  the  Winter  of  Love, 
A  Friend ihip  infenfibly  grows, 

By  Reviews  of  fuch  Raptures  as  thefe ; 
The  Current  of  Fondnefs  ftill  flows, 

Which  decrepid  Qld-Age  cannot  freeze. 
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SONG  CCCLXXIX. 

Greenwood  Hall;   or,   Colin'*  Defer  iptwi  ft& 
bis  Wife)  0/VauxhalL 

OMary  !  foft  in  Feature  ! 
I've  been  at  dear  Vauxhail$ 
yfro  Paradife  is  Tweeter, 

Not  that  they  Eden  call :  y 
At  Night  fuch  new  Vagaries, 

Such  gay  and  harmlefs  Sport, 
All  look'd  like  Giant  Fairies, 
And  this  their  Monarch's  Court» 

Methought,  when  firft  I  enter'd, 

Such  Splendour  round  me  ihone. 
Into  a  World  I  ventur'o\ 

Where  rofe  another  Sun  ; 
Whilft  Mufic,  never  cloying,. 

As  Sky-larks  fweet  I  hear  ; 
The  Sounds  I'm  ftill  enjoying, 

They'll  always  foothe  the  Ear. 

Here  Paintings.,  fweetly  glowing, 

Where-e'er  our  Glances  fall ; 
Here  Colours,  Life  bellowing,. 

Bedeck  this  Greenwood  Hall : 
The  King  there  dubs  a  Farmer  ; 

There  John  his  Doxey  loves  55 
But  my  Delight's  the  Charmer 

Who  fteals  a  Pair  of  Gloves  f . 

Asy 

f  Alluding  to  thr«e  Pi&ures  in  the  Pavilions,  viz.  the  King 
and  Miller  of  Mansfield,  the  Sailor  in  a  Tippling-Houfe  in 
Wapping,  and  the  Girl  who  is  ftealing  a  Kifs  from  the  fleeping 
Gentleman, 
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As,  ffiH  amaz'd,  I'm  ftraying 

O'er  this  enchanted  Grove,. 
I  fpy  a  Harper  *  playing 

All  in  his  proud  Alcove : 
I  doff  my  Hat,  defiring 

He'd  tune  up  buxom  Joan  ; 
But  what  was  I  admiring  ? 

Adzooks !  a  Man  of  Stone- 

But  now,  the  Tables  fpreading, 

They  all  fall  to  with  Glee ; 
Not  e'en  at  'Squire's  fine  Wedding 

Such  Dainties  did  I  fee  : 
I  long'd  (poor  ftarv'Jing  Rover)  ; 

But  none  heed  Country  Elves  ; 
JThefe  Folk,  with  Lace  daub'd  overa 

Love  only  dear  themfelves. 

Thus,  whilil  'mid  Joys  abounding, 

As  Grafshoppers  they're  gay; 
At  Diflance,  Crowds  furrounding, 

The  Lady  of  the  May  %  \ 
The  Man  i'th'  Moon  peep'd  flily3  . 

Soft  twinkling  thro'  the  Trees, 
As  tho*  'twould  pleafe  him  highly 

To  tafte.  Delights  likethefe. 


SO  N  G 


*"  Mr.  Handel's  Statue, 
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S  O  N  G  CCCLXXX, 
Set  by  Mr.  Stanley. 

DEFEND  my  Heart,  ye  Virgin  Pow'rSj 
From  am'rous  Looks  and  Smiles, 
And  fliield  me,  in  my  gayer  Hours, 

From  Love's  deftrudtive  Wiles  : 
In  vain  let  Sighs  and  melting  Tears 

Employ  their  moving  Art, 
Nor  may  delufive  Oaths  and  Pray'r^ 
E'er  triumph  o'er  my  Heart. 

My  calm  Content  and  virtuous  Joys 

May  Envy  ne'er  moleft, 
Nor  let  ambitious  Thoughts  arife 

Within  my  peaceful  Breaft ; 
Yet  may  there  fuch  a  decent  State^ 

Such  unaffe&ed  Pride, 
As  Love  and  Awe  at  once  create, 

My  Words  and  Actions  guide.. 

Let  others,  fond  of  empty  Praife*. 

Each  wanton  Art  difplay, 
While  Fops  and  Fools  in  Raptures  gaze? 
f  *And  figh  their.  Souls  away  : 
Par  other  Dictates  I  purfue, 

(My  Blifs  in  Virtue  plac'd) 
And  feek  to  pleafe  the  wifer  Few* 

Who  real  Worth  can  tafte, 


j5  0NGf 
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SONG  CCCLXXXL 
Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at  Vauxhall. 

GA7  Damon  long  ftudy'd  my  Heart  to  obtain, 
The  prettieil  young  Shepherd  that  pipes  on  the 
Plain  ; 

I'd  hear  his  Toft  Tale,  then  declare  'twas  amifs, 
And  I'd  often  fay  No,  often  fay  No,  when  1  long'd  to 
fay  Yes. 

And  I'd  often  fay  No,  often  fay  No,,  when  I  long'd  to 
fay  Yes. 

Laft  V dentine's  Day  to  our  Cottage  he  came, 
And  brought  me  two  Lambkins  to  witnefs  his'plame : 
Oh!  take  thefe,  he  cry'd,  thou,  more  fair  than  their 
Fleece  ; 

I  could  hardly  fay  No,  tho'  afham'd  to  fay  Yes 
I  could  hardly,  fcfr. 

Soon  after,  one  Morning,  we  fat  in  the  Grove ; 
He  prefs'd  my  Hand  hard,  and  in  Sighs  breath'd  his 
Love ; 

Then  tenderly  afk'd,  if  I'd  grant  him  a  Kifs  ? 

I  defign'd  to've  faid  No,,  but  miflook,  and  faid  Yes. 

I  defign'd,  £5V. 

At  this,  with  Delight,  his  Heart  danc'd  in  his  Breaft; 
Ye  Gods,  he  cry'd,  Chloe  will  now  make  me  blefl ; 
Come,  let's  to  the  Church,  and  mare  conjugal  Blifs  : 
To  prevent  being  teaz'd,  I  was  forc'd  to  fay  Yes.  ' 
To  prevent,  &c. 

I  ne'er  was  fo  pleas 'd  with  a  Word  in  my  Life ; 
I  ne'er  was  fo  happy  as  fince  I'm  a  Wife : 
Then  take,  ye  young  Damfels,  my  Counfel  in  this, 
You  mull  all  die  old  Maids,  if  you  will  not  fay  Yes ; 
You  rnuft  all  die  old  Maids,  all  die  old  Maids,  if  you 
will  not  fay  Yes, 

SONG 
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SONG  CCCLXXXIL 
Absence* 

YE  Shepherds  fo  chearful  and  gay, 
Whofe  Flocks  never  carelefsly  roam, 
Should  Corydons  happen  to  ftray, 

Oh  !  call  the  poor  Wanderers  home  : 
Allow  me  to  mufe  and  to  figh, 

Nor  talk  of  the  Change  that  ye  find ; 
None  once  was  fo  watchful  as  I  : 

—I  have  left  my  dear  Phillis  behind. 

Now  I  know  what  it  is  to  have  ftrove 

With  the  Torture  of  Doubt  and  Defire  ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love, 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire  : 
Ah  !  lead  forth  my  Flock  in  the  Morn, 

And  the  Damps  of  each  Ev'ning  repeL; 
Alas !  I  am  faint  and  forlorn  : 

—I  have  bad  my  dear  Phillis  farewel. 

Since  Phillis  vouchfaPd  me  a  Look, 

I  never  once  dreamt  of  my  Vine  ; 
May  I  lofe  both  my  Pipe  and  my  Crook, 

If  I  knew  of  a  Kid  that  was  mine  : 
I  priz'd  ev'ry  Hour  that  went  by 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before ; 
But  now  they  are  pafl,  and  I  figh  ; 

And  I  grieve  that  I  priz'd  them  no  more. 

But  why  do  I  grieve  thus  in  vain  ? 

Why  wander  thus  penfively  here  ? 
Oh!  why  did  I  come  from  the  Plain, 

Where  I  fed  on  the  Smiles  of  my  Dear  ? 
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They  tell  me,  my  favourite  Maid, 
The  Pride  of  that  Valley,  is  flown  5 

Alas  I  where  with  her  I  have  ftray'd 
I  could  wander  with  Pleafure  alone. 

When  forc'd  the  fair  Nymph  to  forego, 
What  Anguifh  I  felt  at  my  Heart  ' 

Yet  I  thought-but  it  might  not  be  fo-  . 

Twas  with  Pain  that  me  faw  me  depart ; 
She  gas'd  as  I  flcwly  withdrew ; 

My  Path  I  could  hardly  difcern  r 
So  fvveetly  me  bad  me  adieu, 
I  thought  that  Hie  bad  me  return. 

The  Pilgrim  that  journeys  all  Day 

TcT°Jlflt  fome  far-di&*nt  Shrine, 

U  he  bears  but  a  Relique  away, 
Is  happy,  nor  heard  to  repine  : 
wn  Wldely  remov^  from  the  Fair, 

^  Where  my  Vows   my  Devotion,  I  omM 

Soft  Hope  is  the  Relique  I  bear, 
And  my  Solace  wherever  I  go. 

SONG  CCCLXXXUL 
Love  Rewarded. 

WITH  Phoebus  I  often  arofe, 
To  feaft  on  the  Charms  of  the  Springs 
I  he  Fragrance  to  fmell  of  the  Rofe,  6 

Or  hften  to  hear  the  Birds  finer  • 
When  Linnets  exalted  their  Strains, 

The  Mufic  enchanted  my  Ear  ; 
My  Eyes  top  were  blefs'd  on  the  Plains 
With  various  fweet  Blooms  of  the  Year. 


When: 
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When  Chloe  flione  fmiling  fo  gay, 

I  there  fix'd  the  Scene  of  Delight ; 
My  Thoughts  me  engrofs'd  all  the  Day, 

I  faw  her  in  Dreams  all  the  Night : 
Still  mufing  on  Chloe  I  walk'd, 

My  Harveft  no  more  in  my  Thought : 
Of  nothing  but  Chloe  I  talk'd  ; 

Her  Smiles  were  the  Harveft  I  fought*. 

No  longer  the  Warblers  could  pleafe  ; 

No  longer  the  Rofes  look'd  gay ; 
For  Mufic,  and  Swestnefs,  and  Eafe, 

Were  loft,  if  my  Love  was  away  : 
I  tun'd  to  her  Beauties  my  Lays, 

I  ftudy'd  each  Art  that  could  move  * 
She  took  the  kind  Tribute  of  Praife, 

And  paid  it  with  Fondnefs  and  Love* 

SONG  CCCLXXXIV. 

STELLA  and  Flavia,  ev'ry  Hour* 
Do  various  Hearts  furprize ; 
In  Stella's  Soul  is  all  her  Pow'r, 

And  Flcwia'sm  her  Eyes  : 
More  boundlefs  Flavin's  Conquefts  are,,  ^ 

And  Stella's  more  confin'd  ; 
All  can  difcern  a  Face  that's  fair, 
But  few  a  heav'nly  Mind. 

Stella,  like  Britain's  Monarch,  reigns 

O'er  cultivated  Lands  : 
Like  Eaftern  Tyrants,  Fla<via  deigns 
*  To  rule  o'er  barren  Sands  : 
Then  boaft,  fair  Flavia,  boaft  thy  Face,. 

Thy  Beauty's  only  Store  ; 
Each  Day  that  makes  thy  Charms  decreafe 

Will  give  to  Stella  moxe,. 

S  O  N  Q 
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SONG  CCCLXXXV. 

MU  S  I  C  has  Pow'r  to  melt  the  Soul, 
By  Beauty  Nature's  fway'd  ; 
Each  can  the  Univerfe  controul, 

Without  the  other's  Aid  ; 
Each  can  the  Univerfe  controul, 
Without  the  other's  Aid. 

But  here  together  both  appear, 

And  Force  united  try  ; 
Mufic  enchants  the  lifting  Ear, 

And  Beauty  charms  the  Eye  : 
Mufic  enchants,  tsV. 

What  Cruelty  thefe  Pow'rs  to  join  ! 

Thefe  Tranfports  who  can  bear  ! 
Oh  !  Jet  the  Sound  be  lefs  divine, 

Or  look  the  Nymph  left  fair  ! 
Oh  !  let  the  Sound  be  lefs  divine, 

Or  look  the  Nymph  lefs  fair  ! 

SONG  CCCLXXXVI. 

Contentment. 

True  Content  !  fecure  from  Harms, 

i-nalnthe  World  without  thY  charm«, 
Which  fhll  allure  to  Reft  ? 

Compar'd  therewith,  all  earthly  Joys 

Are  empty,  fading,  trifling  Toys  ; 

In  thee  Mankind  is  bieft. 
Bereft  of  thee,  no  Monarchs  have 
Such  Pleafure  as  the  meaneft  Slave, 

To  whom  thou  giv'ft  Relief; 
Tho'  Subjeds  mew  profound  Refpeft, 
Nor  Duty  wilfully  negleft, 

Thy  Abfence  caufes  Grief. 


o 
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When  thou  are  banifh'd  from  the  Mind, 
Frail  Mortals  vainly  are  inclin'd 

To  Pride  and  Avarice, 
Lafciviouftfefs,  Idolatry, 
Thefts,  Murders,  and  Adultery, 

With  ev'ry  other  Vice. 

But  where  thou  reign'ft  there's  folid  Peace  ; 
Thro'  thee  true  Virtue  does  increafe  ; 

Thy  Countenance  expels 
The  gloomy  Profpe&s  of  Defpair  ; 
It  diffipates  the  flavifh  Fear, 

With  whomfoe'er  it  dwells. 

Come,  then,  thou  pleafing  Beauty  bright ! 
Refide  with  me  both  Day  and  Night, 

Dilplay  thy  lovely  Charms  ; 
Be  thou  diffus'd  within  my  Breaft, 
And  let  me  ftill  fecurely  reft 

Infolded  in  thy  Arms. 

Thro'  all  the  various  Scenes  of  Life, 
Preferve  me  free  from  envious  Strife, 

On  Heav'n  ftill  to  rely 
For  true  protecting  Aid  ;  and  when 
Time  terminates  in  Death,  oh  !  then 
,    To  thee,  O  Heav'n  !  to  fly. 


WITH  Swords  on  their  Thighs  the  bold  Yeo- 
men  are  feen, 

For  their  Country  they  arm,   their  Religion  and 
Queen, 
For  their  Country,  tifc. 


SONG  CCCLXXXVII. 
In  Eliza,  an  Englifti  Opera. 


How 
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How  glorious  their  Ardour  to  lay  down  their  Lives 
In  Defence  of  their  Freedom,  their  Children  and 
Wives ! 

Ye  Tyrants,  ye  know  not  what  Liberty  yields 
How  lhe_guards  all  our  Shores,  and  protects  all  our 

Fields. 

As  Hebe  Ihe's  -fair,  and  as  Hercules  ftrong, 
She's  the  Queen  of  our  Mirth,  and  the  Joy  of  our 
Son?.  ' 

To  Liberty  raife  up  the  high  chearful  Strain, 

the  Goblets  around  to  the  Lords  of  the  Main, 
cu  If  V\Queen>  and  her  brave  loyal  Band 
bhall  drive  each  Invader  far  out  of  the  Land. 

SONG  CCCLXXXVIII. 

Sung  in   the  Opera  of  Eliza. 

WHEN  all  the  Attic  Fire  was  fled, 
And  all  the  Roman  Virtue  dead 
Poor  Freedom  loft  her  Seat, 
Poor  Freedom  loft  her  Seat; 
The  Gothic  Mantle  fpread  a  Night 
That  damped  fair  Virtue's  fading  Lfeht  : 
The  Mufes  loft  their  Mate,  S 
The  Mufes  loft  their  Mate. 

Where  mould  they  wander?  what  new  Shore 
Wad  yet  a  Laurel  left  in  Store  ? 

To  this  bleft  Ifte  they  fteer, 

To  this  bleft  Ifte  they  fteer. 
Soon  the  Parnajfian  Choir  was  heard, 
Soon  Virtue's  facred  Form  appear'd, 

And  Freedom  foon  was  here, 

And  Freedom  foon  was  here, 

4  The 
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The  lazy  Monk  has  loft  his  Cell, 
Religion  rings  her  hallow 'd  Bell, 

She  calls  thee  new  by  me, 

She  calls  thee  now  by  me. 
Hark,  hark,  hark,  her  Voice  all  plaintive  founds^ 
See,  fee,  fee,  fhe  receives  a  thoufand  Wounds, 

If  fhielded  not  by  thee. 

If  ihielded  not  by  thee. 

SONG  CCCLXXXIX. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Clive,  in  the  Farce  of  High  Life  be- 
low Stairs.    Set  by  Mr.  Battifliill. 

COME  here,  Fellow  Servants,  and  Men  to  me, 
I'll  fliew  you  how  thofe  of  fuperior  Degree 
Are  only  Dependents,  no  better  than  we, 
Are  only  Dependents,  no  better  than  we. 

Both  High  and  Low  in  this  do  agree, 
*Tis  here,  Fellow  Servant,  and  there,  Fellow  Servant* 

and  all  in  a  Livery. 
'Tis  here  Fellow  Servant,  and  there  Fellow  Servant, 

and  all  in  a  Livery,  all  in  a  Livery. 
See  yonder  fine  Spark  in  Embroidery  dreft, 
Who  bows  to  the  Great,  and,  if  they  fmile,  is  blcft  r 
What  is  he,  l'faith,  but  a  Servant  at  beft  ■? 

Cho.  Both  High,  fcfr. 
Nature  made  all  aHke,  no  Diftin&ion  fhe  craves 
So  we  laugh  at  the  great  World,  its  Fools  and  its 
Knaves ; 

for  we  are  all  Servants,  but  they  are  all  Slaves. 

Both  High,  l£c. 
The  fat  fhining  Glutton  looks  up  to  his  Shelf 
The  wrinkled  lean  Mifer  bows  down  to  his  Pelf 
And  the  Curl-pated  Beau  is  a  Slave  to  hirafelf.  * 

Both  High,  fcjfc. 

3  Thtf 
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The  gay  fparkling  Belle,  who  the  whole  Town 
alarms, 

And  with  Eyes,  Lips,  and  Neck,  fets  the  Smarts  all 
in  Arms, 

Is  a  VafTal  herfelf,  a  mere  Drudge  to  her  Charms. 
Both  High,  Esfc. 

Then  we'll  drink  like  our  Betters,  and  laugh,  fing, 
and  love  ; 

And  when  fick  of  one  Place,  to  another  we'll  move, 
For  with  Little  and  Great,  the  beft  Joy  is  to  rove. 
Both  High,  tsV. 

SONG  CCCXC. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  and  Mrs.  Lampe. 

NO  W  the  happy  Knot  is  ty'd, 
Betfy  is  my  charming  Bride, 
Ring  the  Bells,  and  fill  the  Bowl, 
Revel  all  without  Controul. 
Who  fo  fair  as  lovely  Bet  ! 
Who  fo  blefs'd  as  Colinet! 
Who  fo  fair  as  lovely  Bet! 
Who  fo  blefs'd  as  Colinet ! 

Now  adieu  to  Maiden  Arts, 
Angling  for  unguarded  Hearts  ; 
Welcome  Hymen's  lafting  Joys, 
Lifping  wanton  Girls  and  Boys, 
Girls  as  fair  as  lovely  Bet, 
Boys  as  fweet  as  Colinet. 

Tho'  ripe  Sheaves  of  yellow  Com, 
Now  my  plenteous  Barn  adorn ; 

Tho* 
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Tho'  I've  deck'd  my  Myrtle  Bow' n> 
With  the  fairefl,  fweeteft  Flow'rs ; 
Riper,  fairer,  fweeter  yet, 
Are  the  Charms  of  lovely  Bet. 

Tho'  on  Sundays  I  was  ieen 
Drefs'd  like  any  May-day  Queen  ; 
Tho'  fix  Sweethearts  daily  lirove 
To  deferve  thy  Betty  %  Love, 
Them  I  quit  without  Regret, 
All  my  Joy's  in  Colinet* 

Strike  up  then  the  Ruflic  Lay, 
Crown  with  Sports  our  Bridal  Day  | 
May  each  Lad  a  Miflrefs  find* 
Like  my  Bet/y,  fair  and  kind, 
And  each  Lafs  a  Hufband  get, 
Fond  and  true  as  Cotinet. 

Ring  the  Bells,  and  fill  the  Bowl* 
Revel  all  without  Controul  : 
May  the  Sun  ne'er  rife  or  fet, 
But  with  Joy  to  happy  Bet, 
And  her  faithful  Co/met. 

SONG  CCCXCI. 
The  Modest  Qjj  estion, 

CAN  Love  be  controul'd  by  Advice  r" 
Can  Madnefs  and  Reafon  agree  ? 
O  Molly  !  who'd  ever  be  wife, 

If  Madnefs  is  loving  of  thee  ? 
Let  Sages  pretend  to  defpife 

The  Joys  they  want  Spirits  to  tafte  ; 
Let  me  feize  old  Time  as  he  flies, 
And  the  Blelfings  of  Life  while  they  lafl. 
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Dull  Wifdom  but  adds  to  ouf  Cares ; 

Brifk  Love  will  improve  ev'ry  Joy  ; 
Too  ibon  we  may  meet  with  grey  Hairs, 

Too  late  may  repent  being  coy  : 
Then,  Molly,  for  what  mould  we  flay, 

Till  our  belt  Blood  begins  to  run  cold  ? 
Our  Youth  we  can  have  but  To-day  ; 

We  may  always  find  Time  to  grow  old. 

SONG  CCCXCII. 

The  Words  by  Mr.  Dodfley.    Sung  in  the  King  and 
the  Miller. 

HOW  happy  a  State  does  a  Miller  poffefs, 
Who  wou'd  be  no  greater,  nor  fears  to  be  lefs  ! 
Qn  his  Mill  and  himfelf  he  depends  for  Support, 
Which  is  better  than  fervilely  cringing  at  Court : 
What  tho'  he  all  dufly  and  whiten'd  does  go, 
The  more  he's  bepowder'd,  the  more  like  a  Beau  : 
A  Clown  in  this  Drefs  may  be  honefter  far 
Than  a  Courtier  who  ftruts  in  his  Garter  and  Star. 

Tho' his  Hands  arefo  daub'd  they're  not  fit  to  be  feen, 

The  Hands  of  his  Betters  are  not  very  clean  ; 

A  Palm  more  polite  may  as  dirtily  deal ; 

Gold  in  handling  will  ftick  to  the  Fingers,  like  Mean 

What  if,  when  a  Pudding  for  Dinner  he  lacks, 

He  cribs,  without  Scruple,  from  other  Men's  Sacks  ; 

In  this  a  right  noble  Example  he  brags, 

Who  borrow  as  freely  from  other  Men's  Bags, 

Who  borrow,  E3fo 

Or  mould  he  endeavour  to  heap  an  Eftate, 
Jn  this  too  he'd  mimic  the  Tools  of  the  State, 
Whofe  Aim  is  alone  their  own  Coffers  to  fill, 
And  all  his  Concern's  to  bring  Grift  to  his  Mill : 
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He  eats  when  he's  hungry,  he  drinks  when  he's  dry, 

And  down  when  he's  weary  contented  does  lie  ; 
Then  nfes  up  chearful  to  work  and  to  finer  - 
If  fo  happy  a  Miller,  then  who'd  be  a  KinV  > 
It  fo  happy  a  Miller,  then  who'd  be  a  King  ? 

SONG  CCCXCIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.   Tenduccl,   in  the  Englifh  Opera  of 
Artaxerxes. 

WATER,  parted  from  the  Sea, 
May  increafe  the  River's  Tide, 
To  the  bubbling  Fount  may  flee, 
Or  through  fertile  Valleys  glide. 

Though,  in  fearch  of  loft  Repofe, 

Thro'  the  Land  'tis  free  to  roam, 
$  till  it  murmurs  as  it  flows, 

Till  it  reach  its  native  Home. 

SONG  CCCXCIY; 
Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  Artaxerxi*. 

OMuch-lov'd  Son  !  if  Death 
Has  ftoPn  thy  vital  Breath, 
I'll  mare  thy  haplefs  Fate  ! 
But  ere  the  Dagger  drinks  my  Blood, 
A  murther'd  King  at  Lethe's  Flood 
The  Tidings  mall  relate  !  ' 

Bid  Charon  ceafe  from  Toil, 

And  reft  upon  his  Oar, 
Till  I  arrive  t'attain  the  Soil 

Where  we  lhall  part  no  more. 


CL2 
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SONG  CCCXCV. 
Sung  by  Mifs  Brent,  in  Artaxerxes. 
ET  not  Rage,  thy  Bofom  firing, 
Pity's  fofter  Claim  remove  : 
Spare  a  Heart  that's  juft  expiring, 
Forc'd  by  Duty,  rack'd  by  Love. 

Each  ungentle  Thought  fufpending, 
Judge  of  mine  by  thy  fott  Breail ; 

Nor,  with  Rancour  never  ending, 
Heap  frelh  Sorrows  on  th'  Oppreft, 

Let  not  Rage,  thy  Bofom  firing, 

Pity's  fofter  Claim  remove  : 
Spare  a  Heart  that's  juft  expiring, 

Forc'd  by  Duty,  rack'd  by  Love, 

Heav'n,  that  ev'ry  Joy  has  crofs'd, 
Ne^er  my  wretched  State  can  mend  ; 

T  alas  !  at  once  have  loft. 

Father,  Brother,  Lover,  Friend  ! 

Let  not  Rage,  thy  Bofom  firing, 

Pity's  fofter  Claim  remove  : 
Spare  a  Heart  that's  juft  expiring, 

Forc'd  by  Duty,  rack'd  by  Love.' 

SONG  CCCXCVT. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Mattocks,  in  Artaxerxes. 

TO  figh  and  complain, 
Alike  I  difdain, 
Contented  my  Wim  to  enjoy  : 
I  fcorn  to  refleft 
On  a  Lady's  Negleft, 
Or  barter  my  Peace  for  a  Toy. 
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In  Love,  as  In  War, 

I  laugh  at  a  Scar  ; 
And,  if  my  proud  Enemy  yield, 

The  Joy  that  remains, 

Is  to  lead  her  in  Chains, 
And  glean  the  rich  Spoils  of  the  Field* 


SEQUESTERED  in  a  lonely  Vale, 
Where  abfent  from  his  Love, 
The  Turtle  tells  his  mournful  Tale, 
And,  fighing,  fills  the  Grove  : 
Echo,  fweet  Nymph,  repeats  his  Strains, 
And  bears  them  to  the  diftant  Plains. 
Sweet  Warbler,  cou'd  my  artlefs  Strain 

Like  thine  delight  the  Air, 
Echo,  thro'  many  a  diftant  Plain, 
My  piteous  Notes  mould  bear. 
Fly,  Echo!  fly;  to  Chloe  hafte ; 

My  ardent  Paffion  tell  : 
Go,  gentle  Air  !  and  fan  her  Breaff 
With  many  an  am'rous  Tale  ; 
Round  her  in  wanton  Eddies  play; 
And  ev'ry  Flame,  but  Love's,  allay. 


And  Sun-illumin'd  Vales  : 
No  Sighs,  no  Murmurs,  haunt  the  Grove, 

But  Bleflings  crown  the  Plains  ; 
Here  calm  Contentment,  Heav'n-born  Maid, 
And  Peace,  the  Cherub,  reigns. 


SONG  CCCXCVII. 
Set  by  Mr.  Battiflrill. 


SONG  CCCXCVJIL 


From  Smoak  to  frilling  Skies  repair, 


HASTE,  ha: 
To  {oft  ] 


Q-3 
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O  come !  for  thee  the  Rofes  bloom, 

The  deep  Carnation  grows ; 
For  thee  fweet  Vi'lets  breathe  Perfume, 

The  white-rob'd  Lily  blows ; 
For  thee  their  Streams  the  Naiads  roll, 

The  daifled  Hills  are  gay, 
Where  (Emblems  of  Amelia's  Soul) 

The  fpotlefs  Lambkins  play. 
From  Vale  to  V ale  the  Zephyrs  rove, 

To  rob  th*  unfolding  Fiow'rs ; 
And  Mufic  melts  in  ev'ry  Grove, 

To  charm  thy  rural  Hours  ; 
The  warbling  Lark,  high-poiz'd  in  Air, 

Exerting  all  his  Pride, 
Will  ftrive  to  pleafe  Amelia  fair, 

Vvrho  pleafes  all  befide. 

SONG  CCCXCIX. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.   Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,  at  Vauxhai}. 

YE  tender  Pow'rs,  how  mall  I  move 
A  carelefs  Maid  that  laughs  at  Love  ? 
Cupid,  to  my  Succour  fly ; 
Come  with  all  thy  thrilling  Darts, 
Thy  melting  Flames  to  foften  Hearts ; 
Conquer  for  me,  or  I  die. 

Recitative. 
Thus,  in  a  melancholy  Shade, 
A  penfive  Lover,  to  his  Aid, 

Invok'd  the  God  of  warm  Dehre  ; 
Love  heard  him,  and,  to  gain  the  Mai4, 

Did  this  fuccefsful  Thought  infpire. 

Take  her  Humour,  fmile,  be  gay,' 
In  her  fav'rite  Follies  join, 
That's  the  Charm  will  make  her  thine  ; 
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Can  thy  ferious  Airs  away, 
Freely  courting,  toying,  (porting, 
soothe  her  Hours  with  am'rous  Play. 

SONG  CCCC. 
The  Power  of  Nature.    'Set  by  Mr.  Long. 

WHERE  Virtue  encircles  the  Fair, 
L  ™    There  Lilies  and  Ro{es  are  vain  : 
Lach  BlorTom  muft  drop  with  Defpair, 

Where  Innocence  takes  up  her  Reian  - 
No  gaudy  embellifhing  Arts  45 
^7h^  Fair-°ne  nee<*  call  to  her  Aid, 
Who  kindly  by  Nature  imparts 

The  Graces  that  Nature  has  made. 
The  Swain  who  has  Senfe,  muftdefpife 

Hach  coquetiih  Art  to  enfnare ; 
If  timely  ye'd  wifh  to  be  wife, 

Attend  to  my  Counfel,  ye  Fair  - 
Let  Virgins  whom  Nature  has  bleft, 

Her  fovereign  Didates  obey 
For  Beauties  by  Nature  exprefi 
Are  Beauties  that  never  decay.. 

SONG  ccccr. 

The  Union  of  Love  and  Wine. 
The  Words  by  Mr.  Wotty. 

WITH  Women  and  Wine  I  defy  ev'ry  Care, 
*or  Life  without  thefe  is  a  Bubble  of  Air  • 
For  Life  without  thefe,  &c. 
Each  helping  the  other,  in  Pleafure  I  roll, 
And  a  new  Flow  of  Spirits  enlivens  my  Soul : 
Each  helping  the  other,  fcf,.  y  9 

Let  grave  fober  Mortals  my  Maxims  condemn 
I  never  mail  alter  my  Conduct  for  them  - 

0^4  I  care 
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I  eare  not  how  much  they  my  Meafures  decline, 
Let  'em  have  their  own  Humour,  and  I  will  have  mine* 

Wine  prudently  us'd  will  our  Senfes  improve, 
»Tis  the  Spring-Tide  of  Life,  and  the  Fuel  of  Love  ; 
And  Venus  ne'er  look'd  with  a  Smile  fo  divine, 
As  when  Mars  bound  his  Head  with  a  Branch  from 
the  Vine. 

Then  come,  my  dear  Charmer,  thou  Nymph  half- 
divine, 

Firfl:  pledge  me  with  KifFes,  next  pledge  me  withWinej 
Then  giving  and  taking,  in  mutual  Return, 
The  Torch  of  our  Loves  fhall  eternally  burn. 

But  fhould'ft  thou  my  Paffion  for  Wine  difapprove, 
My  Bumper  Pll  quit  to  be  bleft  with  thy  Love ; 
For  rather  than  forfeit  the  Joys  of  my  Lafs, 
My  Bottle  I'll  break,  and  demoliih  my  Glafs. 

SONG  CCCCII. 
Sung  at  Ranelagh,  by  Mr.  Tenducci. 

FAIR'S  my  Lucy  as  the  Day, 
Brighter  than  the  blooming  May ; 
Cupid revels  in  her  Eyes, 
On  her  Lips  rich  Neclar  lies. 

When  flie  moves,  'tis  Juno  walks  ; 
When  (he  fpeaks,  Minerva  talks  ; 
When  (he  fings,  th'  angelic  Strain 
Might  afTuage  the  fierceft  Pain. 

Clafp'd  within  her  fnowy  Arms, 
Blefs'd  with  all  her  World  of  Charms, 
Let  me  thus  enthron'd  expire  ; 
Gods !  'tis  all  that  I  defire. 

SONG 
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SONG  CCCCIIT. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  at  Ranelagh. 

LE  T  the  Philofophic  Wife 
Preach  up  Rules  the  Gay  defpife^ 
Let  the  hoary-bearded  Sage 
Cenfure  Follies  of  the  Age  ; 
Yet,  whilft  rich  the  vital  Tide, 
Pleafure,  thou  fhalt  be  my  Guide  : 
Live,  oh  !  Goddefs,  live  with  me, 
All  in  fvveet  Variety. 

Dwell  thou,  Love,  within  my  Breaft, 
Juft  enough  to  make  me  bleft  ; 
Let  thy  Sweets  inceifant  fpring, 
But  proted  me  from  thy  Sting  : 
Be  the  Paffions  unconnn'd, 
Under  no  Reftraint  the  Mind  ; 
But  like  Birds,  as  fond,  and  free, 
Pleas 'd  with  dear  Variety. 

Keep,  O  Phtusy  all  fjiy  Wealth  5 
Give  me  Competence  and  ffealth  : 
Care  furrounds  the  Mifer's  Hoard  $ 
Pain  fucceeds  the  Spendthrift's  Board* 
Bacchus j  in  thy  rofy  Bowl 
Let  me  ilake  my  thirlty  Soul ; 
But  let  Reafon  teach  e'en  thee, 
Reafon  prompts  Variety. 

Life  on  Wings  of  Joy  mall  hafte  ; 
Gloomy  Thoughts  the  Minutes  wafte  : 
We  mould  punim  Care  and  Fear ; 
Fate  predefines  all  Things  here. 
Hail  to  Friendfhip,  Beauty,  Wine  ! 
Thefe  make  transient  Life  Divine  $ 
May  they  ever  live  with  me, 
All  in  dear  Variety  ! 

Q„5  SONG 
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SONG  CCCCIV. 
Jenny  Grey. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg*  Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  at  Rartekgh. 

BRING,  Phcebus,  from  Pamajfian  Bow'rs, 
A  Chaplet  of  poetic  Flow'rs, 
That  far  out-bloom  the  May  : 
Bring  Verfe  fo  fmooth,  bring  Thoughts  fo  free, 
And  all  the  Mufes  Heraldry, 
To  blazon  Jenny  Grey. 

Obferve  yon  Almond's  rich  Perfume, 
Preventing  Spring  with  early  Bloom, 

In  ruddy  Tints,  how  gay  ! 
Thus,  foremoft  of  the  bluihing  Fair, 
With  fuch  a  blithfome,  buxom  Air, 

Blooms  lovely  Jenny  Grey. 

The  merry,  chirping,  plumy  Throngs 
The  Rufhes  and  the  Twigs  among* 

That  pipe  the  Sylvan  Lay, 
All  hufh'd  at  her  delightful  Voice, 
In  filent  Extafy  rejoice, 

And  ftudy  Jenny  Grey. 

Ye  balmy  Odour-breathing  Gales, 

That  lightly  fweep  the  green-rob'd  Vales* 

And  in  each  Rofe-Bufti  play  ; 
I  know  ye  all,  you're  arrant  Cheats, 
And  Heal  your  more  than  mortal  Sweets> 

From  lovely  Jenny  Grey. 
Pomona,  and  that  Goddefs  bright, 
The  FlorifVs,.  and  the  Maid's  Delight, 

In  vain  their  Charms  difplay  ; 
The  lufcious  NecYrine,'  juicy  Peach* 
In  Richneis,  nor  in  Sweets,  can  reach 
1      The  Lips  of  Jenny  Grey. 

To 
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To  the  fair  Knot  of  Graces  Three, 
Th'  immortal  Band  of  Bards  agree, 

A  tuneful  Tax  to  pay  ; 
There  yet  remains,  of  matchlefs  Worth, 
There  yet  remains,  a  lovelier  Fourth  ; 

And  ihe  is  Jenny  Grey. 

SONG  CCCCV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

BENEATH  this  Grove,  this  filent  Shade, 
Come,  Damon,  to  thy  gentle  Maid  : 
What  other  Nymph  would  live  like  me  ? 
For,  Oh  !  thou'rt  all  Inconftancy. 

You  us'd  to  talk  of  Love  and  Blifs, 
And  often  figh'd,  my  Lips  to  kifs ; 
But  Roving  now  is  fweeter  Glee, 
And  thou  art  all  Inconftancy. 

Here  fragrant  Flow'rets  fweetly  fpring, 
The  feather 'd  Choir  in  Concert  ling  ^ 
Yet  vain  is  what  I  hear,  and  fee, 
Since  Damon's  all  Inconftancy. 

The  am'rous  Doves  now  bill  and  coo, 
And  fo,  falfe  Daman,  fo  can  you ; 
But  can't,  like  them,  contented  be; 
Thy  fole  Delight's  Inconftancy. 

Ye  fimple  Fair,  believe  not  Man, 
They  all  proceed  on  Damon's  Plan  ; 
Then  from  the  Sex  your  Heart  keep  free* 
And  love,  like  them,  Inconftancy. 


S  O  G 
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SONG  CCCCVI. 

To  C  JE  L  I  A. 

tehMr.  Berg.  Smg  h  jfc  Beard>  M  ^ 
^T- HE  Eye  that  beams  with  lambent  Light, 

A  tI Hfc  imf01 Cheek  that  glads  sSit 
WM.  wSha?.e'  theMien,  the  Air-        S  ' 
With  thefe  to  foothe  Man's  ruder  Breaft 
With  thefe,  by  bleifing  to  be  bleft,  * 

1  he  Gods  adorn'd  the  Fair. 
Hence  each  poetic  Genius  fings, 
Sweet  Beauty  tunes  th>  embofom'd  Strings 
And  wakes  th>  enraptur'd  Soul        S  ' 
The  magic  Pow'r  of  Form,  and  Face 
Ordam'd  the  gentler  Sex  to  grace, 

,  Kefounds  from  Pole  to  Pole. 
But  Jhall  not  Charms  fo  honour'd  Iaft  ? 
No  j  foon  as  Youth's  lhort  Summer's  paft 

Thus  blulhmg  Flora's  darling  Flow'r 
That  fcents  the  aromatic  Bow'r 

Buds,  burfts  to  Bloom,  and  dies. 

SlfVh  L  h°W  Vain  is  Fema)e  Pnde  ! 
Shall  fte  who's  crovyn'd  with  Senfe  confide 

in  fuch  uncertain  Pow'r  ? 
Nc >  ;  flie  reveres  the  milder  Way  ; 
Referv'd   tW  free,  tho'  modeftf  'gay  . 

And  blooms  to  Life's  laftHour. 
Do  thou,  my  fair  One,  in  whofe  Mind 
Each  fecial   mora!  Virtue's  join'd, 

The  Nymph  of  Senfe  appear ; 

Thou'lt  ftill  be  lovely  here! 

5  SONG 
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SONG  CCCCVII. 
Love  and  Reason. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  by  Mr.  Beard,  at  Ranelaglu 

HENCE,  painful  Pleafure,  pleafing  Pain3 
Refign,  Oh  !  Love,  thy  Throne ; 
Come,  Reafon,  I  obey  thy  Reign, 

And  own  thy  Pow'r  alone. 
Difdaining  Love,  from  hence  I'll  live 
.   Unmov'd  by  all  the  Fair  ; 
Falfe  Delia's  Smiles  no  Joys  fhall  give 
Nor  yet  her  Frowns  Defpair.  ' 

This  Vow  Philander  fcarce  had  made, 

When,  on  the  verdant  Plain, 
Fair  Delia,  with  each  Grace  array'd 

Approach^  the  Love-fick  Swain* 
In  vam,  with  fudden  Tranfport  fir'd 

For  Reafon's  Aid  he  firove ; 
He  flew  to  her  he  long  admir'd, 

And  own'd  the  Pow'r  of  Love. 

Air  changes. 

Then  againtf  the  tender  Pafton 

Let  us  not  our  Pow'r  employ, 
But  give  way  to  Inclination,  M  . 

TaftdofLove,  and  tafte  of  Joy 
For  on  Reafon's  Aid  relying, 

Vain  will  all  our  Efforts  prove ; 
Cuftom  with  this  Truth  complying, 

Reafon  is  too  weak  for  Love. 


SONG 
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SONG  ccccviir. 

Pastoral  Ballad. 
Set  by  Mr.  Berg.    Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

OH !  Damon,  believe  not  your  Jenny  untrue, 
Nor  think  that  (he's  falfe  and  inconftant  to  yovr; 
Think  yon  tow'ring  Mount  of  itfelf  fhall  remove, 
Ere,  Damon,  you  doubt  of  the  Truth  of  my  Love. 
Yon  clear  cryftal  Stream  mall  the  Mountains  o'erflow, 
And  on  the  hard  Rock  the  pale  Primrofe  fhall  blow, 
In  Queft  of  the  Lion  the  Lambkin  fhall  range, 
Ere  Jenny9 s  fix'd  Paflion  fhall  leffen  or  change. 
Upon  the  fmooth  Green  when  the  Shepherds  advance, 
To  hail  May's  Return  with  the  Tabor  and  Dance, 
If  Damon  is  abfent,  I  quit  the  glad  Throng, 
And  join  my  Complaint  with  the  Nightingale's  Song, 
The  Pain  which  I  fuffer  my  Flocks  feem  to  know, 
And  frolic,  and  play,  as  to  leffen  my  Woe  : 
I  cry,  Ceafe,  dear  Lambkins,  yourSporting  and  Play  ; 
You  cannot  delight  while  my  Damon's  away. 
No  Toil  fhall  difcomfort  while  Damon's  in  Sight, 
And  the  Sun's  piercing  Rays  can  in  Summer  delight, 
And  Winter's  rude  Tempefts  fhall  ftill  find  me  gay  ; 
For,  bleftwithmy  Shepherd,  each  Month  willbeM*?. 

SONG  CCCCIX. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at 
Vauxhall. 

AL  L  Attendants  apart, 
I  examin'd  my  Heart, 
Laft  Night  when  I  laid  me  to  Reft  ; 
And,  methinks,  I'm  inclin'd 
To  a  Change  of  my  Mind, 
For  you  know  fecond  Thoughts  are  the  beft. 
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To  retire  from  the  Croud, 

And  make  ourfelves  good, 
By  avoiding  of  ev'ry  Temptation, 

Is  in  Truth  to  reveal, 

What  we'd  better  conceal, 
That  our  Paflions  want  fome  Regulation. 

It  will  much  more  redound 

To  our  Praife,  to  be  found, 
In  a  World  fo  abounding  with  Evil, 

Unfpotted  and  pure, 

Tho'  not  fo  demure, 
To  wage  open  War  with  the  Devil. 

In  bidding  farewel 

To  the  Nymphs  of  the  Cell, 
I'll  prepare  for  a  militant  Life  ; 

And,  if  brought  to  Diftrefs, 

Why  then  I'll  confefs, 
And  do  Penance  in  Shape  of  a  Wife. 

SONG  CCCCX. 

Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon, 
VauxhalL 

WHEN  tutor'd  under  Mamma's  Care, 
Such  Charms  I  did  inherit, 
She  gave  ftricl:  Charge  that  none  mould  dare 
To  curb  my  growing  Spirit. 

My  Neck  and  Bofom  ne'er  were  hid, 

Romances  ever  reading  ; 
To  hold  my  Head  up  I  was  bid, 

That  I  might  mew  my  Breeding* 
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By  Turns  I  play'd  the  Flirt,  and  Prude, 

AfFe&ed  Joy,  and  Sorrow  ; 
And  what  To-day  was  monftrous  rude, 

I  thought  polite  To-morrrow. 
By  Dukes  and  Earls  f  was  addreft/ 

Each  Fop  fure  of  fucceeding  ; 
Of  ev'ry  one  I  made  a  Jea\ 

That  I  might  mew  my  Breeding* 
Young  Damon  too  confefs'd  a  Flame, 

And  Rivals  he  had  many  ; 
But,  though  I  us'd  him  juil  the  fame, 

I  lik'd  him  beft  of  any* 

With  Tears  and  Sighs  he  often  fwore, 

For  me  his  Heart  was  bleeding; 
I  only  plagu'd  him  ftill  the  more, 

That  I  might  Ihew  my  Breeding. 
Enragyd  he  vow'd  to  break  his  Chain, 

And  fly  to  fmiling  Kitty  ; 
I  cou'd  not  hear  to  meet  Difdain, 

For  one  not  half  fo  pretty  : 
With  gentle  Words  I  bid  him  flay, 

For  Pardon  fell  to  pleading; 
We  went  to  Church,  and  from  that  Day 

I  ihew'd  him  better  Breeding. 

S  G  N  G  CCCCXI. 
^Favourite  Ballad. 
Set  hy  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon, 
Vauxhall. 
R  EL*a  my  Swain,  fo  blithe  and  clever  ? 
▼  V      Why  d'ye  leave  me  all  in  Sorrow  I 
Three  whole  Days  are  gone  for  ever, 
Since  you  faid  you'd  come  To-morrow. 
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If  you  lov'd  but  half  as  I  do. 

You'd  been  here  with  looks  fo  bonny  3 
Love  has  flying  Wings,  I  well  know, 

Not  like  ling'ring,  lazy  Johnny. 

What  can  he  be  now  a  doing  ? 

Is  he  with  the  Laffes  Maying  ? 
Better  he  had  here  been  wooing^ 

Than  with  others  fondly  playing. 

Tell  me  truly  where  he's  roving, 
That  I  may  no  longer  forrow  ; 

If  he's  weary  grown  of  loving, 
Let  him  tell  me  fo  To-morrow. 

Does  fome  fav'rite  Rival  hide  him  ? 

Let  her  b-  the  happy  Creature  ; 
I'll  not  plague  myfelf  to  chide  him, 

Nor  difpute  with  her  a  Feature  : 

But  I  can't,  nor  will  not  tarry, 
No,  nor  kill  myfelf  with  Sorrow  : 

I  may  lofe  the  Time  to  marry, 
If  I  wait  beyond  To-morrow. 

Think  not,  Shepherd,  thus  to  brave  me 
If  I'm  yours,  away  no  longer  ; 

If  you  won't,  another'il  have  me  : 
I  may  cool,  but  not  grow  fonder. 

If  your  Lovers,  Girls,  forfake  you, 
Whine  not  in  Defpair  and  Sorrow  ; 

Bleft  another  Lad  may  make  you  ; 
Stay  for  none  beyond  To-morrow. 
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SONG  ccccxn. 

Sung  by  Mr,  Lowe. 

FAIR  Hebe  I  left  with  a  cautious  Defign 
To  Ycape  from  her  Charms,  and  to  drown  'em 
in  Wine  : 


I  try'd  it,  but  found,  when  I  came  to  depart, 
The  Wine  in  my  Head,  and  ftill  Love  in  my  Heart. 

I  repair'd  to  my  Reafon,  intreated  her  Aid, 
^ho  paus'd I  on  my  Cafe,  and  each  Circumftance 
weigh'd ; 

Then  gravely  pronounc'd,  in  return  to  my  Prayer, 
lhat  Hebe  was  faireft  of  ail  that  was  fair.  *  7 

That's  a  Truth,  reply'd  I,  I've  no  need  to  be  taught: 

I  came  for  your  Counfel,  to  find  out  a  Fault:  S 

?L  1  q"°,th  Reafon'  return  as  "me, 
I  o  find  fault  with  Hebe,  would  forfeit  my  Name. 

What  Hopes  then,  alas!  of  Relief  from  my  Pain, 
While ,  like  Light'ning,  ihe  darts  thro'  each  throb- 
bing Vein  ? 

My  Senfes  furpriz'd,  in  her  Favour  took  Arms, 
And  Reafon  confirms  me  a  Slave  to  her  Charms. 

SONG  CCCCXIII. 
Set  by  Dr.  Arne.    Sung  in  The  Jovial  Crew. 

TH  E  tuneful  Lark,  who  from  her  Neft 
Ere  yet  well -fledg'd,  is  ftol'n  away,  ' 
With  Care  attended  and  careft, 

She  fometimes  fings  the  live-long  Day  j 
Yet  ftill  her  native  Fields  Ihe  mourns, 
Her  Jailor  hates,  his  Eindnefs  fcorns, 
For  Freedom  pants,  for  Freedom  burns. 

That 
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That  darling  Freedom  once  obtain'd, 
Un&ilPd,  untaught  to  fearch  for  Prey, 

She  mourns  the  Liberty  me  gain'd, 
And  hungry,  pines  her  Hours  away  : 

Helplefs,  the  little  Wand'rer  flies, 

There  homeward  turns  her  longing  Eyes, 

And  warbling  out  her  Grief,  ihe  dies. 

SONG  CCCCXIV. 

To  a  Young  Lady  who  argird  in  Defence  of  PUtmh 
Love. 

Sung  hy  Mtfs  Brent. 

LOVELY  Reas'ner,  when  I  fpy, 
In  thy  more  than  fpeaking  Eye, 
Melting  Glances,  which  infpire 
Soft  Delight  and  fond  Defire  ; 
Can  I  think  you  e'er  fuppofe 

That  within  no  Ardor  glows, 
But  that  Foe  to  Love  profefl:, 
Friendftiip  only  fills  thy  Breaft  ? 

When  the  blazing  God  of  Day 

Warms  all  Nature  with  his  Ray, 
Could  you  think,  my  Fair,  if  told, 

That  the  God  himfelf  is  cold  ? 
Leave  then  to  romantic  Fools 

Stupid,  dull,  Platonic  Rules ; 
Vain  is  Art,  and  vain  Difguife, 

While  you  wear  fuch  tell-tale  Eyes. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCCXV. 
Set  by  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  at  Vauxhatf. 

DEAREST  Kitty  >  kind  and  fair  ! 
Tell  me  when,  and  tell  me  where, 
l  e  i  me>  fond  and  faithful  Swain, 
When  we  thus  mall  meet  again  ? 
Where  mail  Strephon  fondly  fee 
Beauties  only  found  in  thee  ? 
Beauties  omy  found  in  thee  ? 

Kifs  thee,  prefs  thee,  toy  and  play 
All  the  happy  live-long  Day, 
JDearelt  Kitty!  kind  and  fair  I 
Tell  me  when,  and  tell  me  where, 
Tell  me  when,  and  tell  me  where. 

AH  the  happy  Day,  'tis  true, 
Bleft,  but  only  then,  with  you  : 
Nightly  Strephon  fighs  alone, 
Sighs  till  Hymen  makes  us  one, 
Sighs  till  Hymen  makes  us  one. 

Tell  me  then,  and  eafe  my  Pain, 
Tell  thy  fond  and  faithful  Swain 
When  the  Prielt  mail  kindly  join' 
Kitty's  trembling  Hand  to  mine  ? 
Deareft  Kitty  f  kind  and  fair  ! 
Tell  me  when,  I  care  not  where  ; 
Tell  me  when,  J  care  not  where. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCCXVL 

Set  bv  Mr.  Worgan.    Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at 
J  Vauxhall. 

AS  I  went  o'er  the  Meadows,  no  matter  the  Day, 
A  Shepherd  I  met  who  came  tripping  thatWay; 
I  was  going  to  Fair  all  fo  bonny  and  gay. 
He  alk'd  me  to  let  him  go  with  me  there  ; 
No  Harm  mail  come  to  you,  young  Damfel,  I  fvvear; 
I'll  buy  you  a  Fairing  to  put  in  your  Hair. 

You've  a  good  Way  to  go,  it  is  more  than  a  Mile  ; 
We'll  reft,  if  you  pleafe,  when  we  get  to  yon  Stile  : 
I've  a  Story  to  tell,  that  will  charm  you  the  while. 
To  go  with  him  farther  I  did  not  much  care ; 
But  ftill  I  went  on,  not  fufpe&ing  a  Snare ; 
For  I  dream'd  of  a  Fairing  to  come  from  the  Fair. 

To  make  me  more  eafy,  he  faid  all  he 'could  : 
I  threaten'd  to  leave  him,  unlefs  he'd  be  good ; 
For  I'd  not  for  the  World  he  ihould  dare  to  be  rude. 
Young  Roger  had  promis'd,  and  baulk'd  me  laft 
Year ; 

If  he  mould  do  fo  I  would  go  no  more  there, 
Though  I  long'd  e'er  fo  much  for  a  Gift  from  the 
Fair. 

When  we  got  to  the  Stile,  he  wou'd  fcarce  be  faid  no; 
He  prefs'd  my  foft  Lips,  as  if  there  he  wou'd  grow : 
(Take  care  how  that  Way  with  a  Shepherd  you  go.) 
(Confounded  I  ran,  when  I  found  out  his  Snare  : 
No  Ribbon,  I  cry'd,  from  fuch  Hands  will  I  wear, 
Nor  go,  while  I  live,  for  a  Gift  to  the  Fair. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCCXVII. 
A  Touch  on  the  t  i  m  £  s. 

The  Words  by  James  Worfdale,  Efq\  Set  by  Dr.  Arne. 

COME  Men,  and  laugh  at  the  Times, 
Since  Folly  was  never  fo  ripe ; 
For  ev'ry  Man  laughs  at  thofe  Rhimes 
That  give  his  own  Follies  a  Wipe  ; 
We  live  in  a  Kind  of  Difguife  ; 

We  flatter,  we  lye,  and  proteft  ; 
While  each  of  us  artfully  tries 
On  others  to  fatten  the  Jell. 

The  Virgin,  when  firft  fhe  is  woo'd, 

Returns  ev'ry  Sigh  with  Difdain ; 
And  while  by  her  Lover  purfu'd, 

Can  laugh  at  his  Folly  and  Pain  : 
But  when  from  her  Innocence  won, 

And  doom'd  for  her  Virtue  to  mourn, 
When  fhe  finds  herfelf  loft  and  undone, 

He  laughs*  (tho'  unjuft)  in  his  Turn. 

The  Fools,  who  at  Law  do  contend, 

Can  laugh  at  each  other's  Diftrefs, 
And  while  the  dire  Suit  does  depend, 

Ne'er  think  how  their  Subftance  grows  lefs  ; 
Till  hamper'd  by  tedious  Expence, 

Altho'  to  compound  they  are  loth, 
They'll  find,  when  reftor'd  to  their  Senfe, 

The  Lawyers  lit  laughing  at  both. 

But  while  we  perceive  it  the  Fafhion 

For  each  Fool  to  laugh  at  each  other, 
Let  us  ftrive,  with  a  gen'rous  Companion, 

To  correct,  not  contemn,  one  another. 

i  We 
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We  all  have  fome  Follies  to  hide, 

Which,  known,  wou'd  dilhonour  the  Bed, 

And  Life,  when  'tis  thoroughly  try'd, 
Like  Friendfhip,  will  feem  but  a  Jeft. 

SONG  CCCCXVIII. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Cibber,  in  the  Oracle. 

WOULD  you  with  her  you  love  be  bleft, 
Ye  Lovers,  thefe  Inltru&ions  mind, 


Conceal  the  Paffion  in  your  Breaft, 
Be  dumb,  infenfible  and  blind  : 

But  when  with  gentle  Looks  you  meet, 
And  fee  the  artlefs  Blufhes  rife, 

Be  lilent,  loving,  and  difcreet ; 
The  Oracle  no  more  implies. 

When  once  you  prove  the  Maid  fincere, 

Where  Virtue  is  with  Beauty  join'd  ; 
Then  boldly  like  yourfelves  appear, 

No  more  infenfible,  or  blind  : 
Pour  forth  the  Tranfports  of  your  Heart, 

And  fpeak  your  Soul  without  Difguife  \ 
'Tis  Fondnefs,  Fondnefs  mull  impart ; 

The  Oracle  no  more  implies. 

Tho'  pleafing,  fatal  is  the  Snare, 

That  ftill  entraps  all  Womankind  ; 
Ladies,  beware,  be  wife,  take  care, 

Be  deaf,  infenfible  and  blind  : 
But  mould  fome  fond  deferving  Youth 

Agree  to  join  in  Hymen9 s  Ties, 
Be  tender,  conftant,  crown  his  Truth  ; 

The  Oracle  no  more  implies. 


SONG 
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SONG  CCCCXIX. 

In  the  Majk  of  Alfred. 

WE'VE  fought,  we  have  conqucr'd,  and  Eng* 
land  once  more 
Shall  flourifh  in  Fame,  as  ihe  flounlh'd  before  ; 
Our  Fears  are  all  fled,  with  our  Enemies  flain^ 
Cou'd  they  rife  up  anew,  we  would  flay  them  again; 
Could  they  rife  up  anew,  we  would  flay  them  again. 

His  Monarch  to  ferve,  or  to  do  himfelf  right, 
No  Englijhman  yet  ever  flinch'd  from  the  Fight ; 
For  why  ?  Neighbours  all,  we  are  free  as  the  King, 
'Tis  that  makes  us  brave,  and  'tis  that  makes  us  fing; 
*Tis  that  makes  us  brave,  and  'tis  that  makes  us  fing. 

Our  Prince  too  for  this  may  be  thankful  to  Fate ; 
It  is  in  our  Freedom  he  finds  himfelf  great : 
No  Force  can  be  wanting,  nor  meaner  Court  Arts  ; 
He's  Matter  of  all,  who  will  reign  in  our  Hearts  ; 
He's  Mailer  of  all,  who  will  reign  in  our  Hearts. 

Should  Rebels  within,  or  (hall  Foes  from  without, 
Bring  the  Crown  on  his  Head,  or  his  Honour  in  doubt; 
We  are  ready    flill  ready— and  boldly  foretel, 
That  Conqueft  fhall  ever  with  Liberty  dwell. 
That  Conqueft  (hall  ever  with  Liberty  dwell. 

And  now  bring  us  forth,  as  the  Crown  of  our  Labour, 
Much  Wine,  and  good  Cheer,  with  the  Pipe  and 

the  Tabour  : 

Let  our  Nymphs  all  be  kind,  and  our  Shepherds  be 

gay, 

For  England,  Old  England,  is  happy  To-day, 
For  England,  Old  England,  is  happy  To-day. 

SONS 
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SONG  CCCCXX. 
The  Cautious  Maid. 
Sung  at  Ranelagh. 

AT  the  Wake,  t'other  Even,  young  Colin  I  met ; 
He  took  the  Occafion  his  Vows  to  repeat : 
With  Rapture  my  Eyes,  and  my  Lips,  he  ran  o'er ; 
I  own  it  was  pretty,  but  really  no  more. 

Tho'  with  foft  Expreflion  his  Looks  were  endear'd, 
To  his  tender  Protelling  I  paid  no  Regard  : 
The  Falfliood  of  Swains  I  had  heard  of  before  ; 
So  I  gave  him  a  Smile,  but  indeed  gave  no  more*, 

The  confident  Shepherd,  encourag'd  by  this, 
EfTay'd,  I  afTure  you,  to  ravifli  a  Kifs  : 
I  vow,  in  the  Struggle  my  Ruffles  I  tore, 
So  frowning  proteiled  I'd  fee  him  no  more* 

Next  Morning  I  found  him  reclin'd  on  his  Crook, 
All  Softnefs  his  Voice,  all  Sadnefs  his  Look  : 
He  intimated  Forgivenefs  a  thoufand  Times  o'er, 
And  folemnly  vow'd  he  would  do  fo  no  more. 

The  Frowns  and  the  Quarrels  of  Lovers  how  weak! 
For  Cupid  himfelf  in  his  Favour  did  fpeak  : 
So  the  Swain  to  my  Breall  I  again  did  reflore ; 
For,  trull  me,  my  Anger  could  hold  out  no  more. 

Nor  wonder,  dear  Girls,  that  I  treated  him  fo  ; 
For  on  Sunday  together  to  Church  we  lhall  go, 
Though  to  quit  and  forget  him  I  often  have  fwore : 
Forgive  me  this  once,  and  I'll  do  fo  no  more, 


R 


SONG 
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SONG  ccccxxr. 

Sung  at  Ranelagh. 


LEXIS,  a  Shepherd,  young,  conftant  and  kind, 


Mind : 

I  think  he's  fmcere,  and  he  will  not  deceive ; 

But  they  tell  me  a  Maid  mould  with  Caution  believe. 

He  brought  me  this  Rofe  that  you  fee  in  my  Breaft  ; 
He  begg'd  me  to  take  it,  and  figh'd  out  the  reft  : 
I  cou'd  not  do  lefs  than  the  Favour  receive  ; 
And  he  thinks  it  now  fweeter,  I  really  believe. 

This  Flow'ret,  he  cry'd,  reads  a  Leflbn  to  you  : 
How  bright,  and  how  lovely,  it  feems  to  the  View ! 
'Twould  fade  if  not  pluck'd,  as  your  Senfe  muft 

conceive — 
I  was  forc'd  to  deny  what  I  really  believe. 

My  Flocks  he  attends  :  If  they  ftray  from  the  Plain, 
Alexis  is  fure  ev'ry  Sheep  to  regain ; 
Then  begs,  a  dear  Kifs  for  his  Labour  I'll  give  ; 
And  I  ne'er  fhall  refufe  him,  I  really  believe. 

He  plays  on  his  Pipe  while  he  watches  my  Eyes, 
To,  read  the  foft  Wifhes  we're  taught  to  difguife  ; 
And  tells  me  fweet  Stories  from  Morning  to  Eve  ; 
Then  he  fwears  that  he  loves,  which  I  really  believe. 

A*  old  Maid  I  once  was  determin'd  to  die ; 
But  that  was  before  I'd  this  Swain  in  my  Eye  ; 
And  as  foon  as  he  afks  me  his  Pain  to  relieve, 
With  Joy  I  mail  wed  him,  I  really  believe. 


declar'd  I'm  the  Nymph  to  his 


SONG 


SONG  CCCCXXII. 

Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre  y  in  thtl 
P  aft  oral  Entertainment  calVd-.The  Spring. 

I  T  H  us  alike  each  Seafon  fui.ts : 
The  Spring  has  fragrant  Flow'rs; 
The  Summer,  Shade;  the  Autumn,  .Fruits  3 
The  Winter,  facial  Hours. 

A  bleating  Flock,  an  humble  Cot, 

Of  fimpie  Food  a  Store, 
Thefe  are  a  blefs'd,  unenvy'd  Lot-— 

We  aik  the  Gods  no  more. 


SONG  CCCCXXIII. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Norris,  in  the  Spring. 

SE  E  Peace  defcend,  like  Cherub  bright ! : 
See  Difcord  fink  to  Shades  of  Night !  » 
Ye  Zephyrs,  bear  it  thro'  the  Plains 
And  fhout  for  Joy,  ye  jolly  Swains — 
Why  then,  difpell'd  thy  Doubts  and  Fears,  „ 
Why  fall,  my  Fair,  thofe  trickling  Tears  ?* 

S  O  N  G    CCCCXXIV.  * 
Sung  by  Mifs  Young,  in  the  Spring* 

GODDESS,  Queen  of  foft  Beguiling,  ■ 
^  Gently  foothing,  fweetly  foiling, 
Hither  hafte,  and  grace  the  Day  : 
Let  Saturnia  Kingdoms  proffer, 
Glitt'ring  Crowns  and  Scepters  offer,; 
We  rejeft  imperial  Sway. 

R  2„  Pal/as^ 
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Pallas,  thou,  in  Arms  delighting, 
Tempt  us  not  with  Fame  and  Fighting  ; 

No— the  Toils  the  Joy  o'erpay  :  

Goddefs,  Queen  of  foft  Beguiling, 
Gently  Toothing,  fweetly  fmiling, 

Hither  halle,  and  grace  the  Day. 

SONG  CCCCXXV. 

HYMEN;  an  Occasional  Interlude. 

Introduced  at  the   Theatre-Royal   in  Drury-Lane# 

The  Mujic  compofed  by  Mr.  Arne,jun. 

CUPID. 
Air. 

HOW  pleafing,  dear  Wedlock,  appear  thy  Do- 
mains ! 

How  foft  are  thy  Fetters,  how  eafy  thy  Chains  ! 
No  Pleafure  on  Earth  is  fo  perfect  as  thine  ; 
Thy  Joys  with  the  Virtuous  are  almoft  divine : 
For  Friendship  and  Love  here  together  unite, 
The  Raptures  of  Love  with  fupernal  Delight. 

Recitative. 
Hymen/  awake— the  God  of  Love  attend. 

HYMEN. 
What  Caufe  propitious  brings  my  deareft  Friend  f 
Air. 

Joy  and  Pleafure,  great  and  free, 
Fill  my  Breaft  at  Sight  of  thee. 
Tell  me,  gentle  God  of  Love, 
Why  you  vifit  Hymen's  Grove  ? 

CUPID. 
Recit. 

Dreadful  War,  the  human  Foe, 
Leaves  to  Peace  the  World  below ; 

Difcord 
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Difcord  quits  the  frighted  Land, 
Baniih'd  by  the  Viftor's  Hand. 

Air. 

See  around,  in  ev'ry  Grove, 
Mirth,  Tranquillity,  and  Love  ;  ^ 
Take  thy  Torch  and  golden  Carriage ; 
Now's  the  Reign  of  Love  and  Marriage. 

HYMEN  and  CUPID. 
Love  rewards  the  Soldier  beft, 
Hymen  makes  the  Virgin  bleft  : 
Then,  O  Venus,  hafte  away, 
For  'tis  Hymen's  Holiday. 

VENUS. 
Recit. 

Hymen!  the  facred  Rites  of  Love  prepare. 

HYMEN. 
I  wiH— but  firft,  O  Queen  !  for  whom— declare* 
VENUS. 
For  one  divinely  fent,  Mankind  to  pleafe, 
Form'd  to  command  with  Dignity  and  Eafe  ; 
Of  Manners  gentle,  God-like  where  he  can  ; 
A  Prince,  a  Hero,  and  a  worthy  Man. 
VENUS  and  CUPID. 

What,  but  lovely  blooming  Youth, 
Grac'd  with  all  the  Charms  of  Truth, 
Fair  with  matchlefs  Elegance, 
Can  the  Hero  recommence  ? 
Who  around  the  fpacious  Earth, 
Bright  with  Beauty,  great  by  Birth, 
Should,  but  me,  fuch  Merit  mare, 
Who's  as  virtuous  as  fhe's  fair  ? 


r  3*  j 

V  £  N  U  S. 
Recit. 

>w  fmiles  Approval  from  above, 
And  gratulates  connubial  Love  • 
Aufpicious  Fate  the  Union  wills, 
And  m  the  Pair  fweet,Hope  inftilk. 
CUPID. 
The  Fire  I've  kindled ,  light  thy  Torch  again. 
HYMEN. 

fTisdone,  and  now  we'll  form  the  MarHage  Q^ 

VENUS. 
Air. 

Blefs,  OW^the  Pair  we  join, 
And  with  Friend/hip  Love  entwine  • 
Realize  their  fancy'd  Hope,  * 
And  to  Rapture  give  full  Scope, 
That  they  foon  may  feel  with  Pfcafure 
Joys  parental  without  Meafure. 

Recit. 

Nymphs  and  Shepherds,  quick  advance 

He  the  Kind  and  She  the  Fair, 
Jilefling  thus  the  happy  Pair. 

CHORUS. 

We  confign  the  bright  Pair, 

O  great  Jove  !  to  thy  Care  : 
Deck  them  with  Honour's  glorious  Crown, 
And  make  immortal  Joys  their  own. 

S  ON  G 
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SONG  CCCCXXVI. 

Col  r n  and  P  h  i  l  l  i  s  ,   a  Pajloral  Dialogue* 

In  The  Arcadian  Nuptials. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  and  Mifs  Hallam,  at  Covent- 
Garden  Theatre,  before  their  Majefties,  the  Prince 
and  Princefs  of  Brunfwick,  and  others  of  the  Royal 
Family. 

Colin. 

HARK!  hark!  o'er  the  Plains  what  glad  Tu- 
mults  we  hear ! 
How  gay  all  the  Nymphs  and  the  Shepherds  appear  ! 
With  Myrtles  and  Rofes  new  deck'd  are  the  Bow'rs, 
And  every  Bufh  bears  a  Garland  of  Flow'rs. 
I  can't,  for  my  Life,  what  it  means  underftand  ; 
There's  fome  rural  Feftival  furely  at  hand  ; 
Not  Harveft,  norSheep-fhearing,  now  can  take  place* 

[Phillis  enters* 
But  Phillis  will  tell  me  the  Truth  of  the  Cafe. 

Phillis. 

The  Truth,  honeft  Lad? — why  furely  you  know 
What  Rites  are  prepar'd  in  the  Village  below, 
Where  gallant  young  Tbyrjts,  fo  fam'd  and  ador'd, 
Weds  Daphne,  the  Sifter  of  Corin  our  Lord  ; 
That  Daphne,  whofe  Beauty,  Good-nature,  and  Eaie, 
All  Fancies  can  ftrike,  and  all  Judgments  can  pleafe  ; 
That  Corin— but  Praife  muft  the  Matter  give  o'er; 
You  know  what  he  is  —  and  I  need  fay  no  more. 

Colin. 

Young  Thyrfis  too  claims  all  that  Honour  can  lend, 
His  Countrymen's  Glory,  their  Champion  and  Yn&vi* 


£  368  ] 

TW  fuch  flight  Memorials  fcarce  fpeak  his  Deferts ; 
And.,  truft  me,  his  Name  is  engrav'd  on  their  Hearts. 

Phillis. 

But  hence,  to  the  Bridal,  behold  how  they  throng  ! 
Each  Shepherd  conducing  his  Sweetheart  along  ; 
The  joyous  Occafion  all  Nature  infpires 
With  tender  Affeftions  and  fearful  Defires. 

Duetto. 

Ye  Pow'rs,  that  o'er  conjugal  Union  prefide, 
All-gracious  look  down  on  the  Bridegroom  and 

Bride, 

That  Beauty,  and  Virtue,  and  Valour,  may  Ihine 
In  a  Race  like  themfelves,  with  no  End  to  the  Line  : 
Let  Honour  and  Glory,  and  Riches  and  Praife, 
Unceafing  attend  them  thro'  numerous  Days  ; 
And,  while  in  a  Palace  "Fate  fixes  their  Lot, 
Oh  !  may  they  live  eafy  as  thofe  in  a  Cot ! 


FINIS. 


